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TAKEN BY THE HIGHLANDER 


Angus 

| was a lonely man, a rough, brute o’ a man that earned his 
livin’ by his fists. | was a fighter, no’ a lover. That is until | 
met Leonora. | canna say how she stirred something deep 
wi’in me, but from that first moment, when our eyes met, | 
ken that | had to hae the bonnie lass for ma’ own. Aye, | 
lusted after her sweet, young body, but it was more than 
that. | needed to care for her, look after the lass, hae bairns 
wi’ her...love her... ‘til we grew old together. 


But | hae nothing to offer her but ma’ heart. | am aman 
twice her age, wi’ out much o’ a future. But | must hae the 
lass, | canna wait to feel the taste o’ her sweetness on ma’ 
lips, the honey o’ her youth, and | will do anything | can to 
make her mine. | would fight to the death for ma’ lass. 


Leonora 


| hae ne’er known anyone like him before, Angus Ross, the 
Highland Hustler. He is a real man, strong and handsome, 
no’ like the boys | ken back in Muir Ord. How can | explain to 
ma’ mother and father how | feel? They will ne’er 
understand, they hae ne’er felt how | feel. Seeing his 
rippling muscles, his bare flesh in the fighting ring has left 
me wanting more. This rough fighting man has stirred 
something deep wi’ in me, a longing and an ache that | 
canna bear. | must hae this man, be wi’ this man for always. | 
dream o’ his lips on mine, his arms around me. But ma’ 
father has other ideas, he wants me to marry someone else, 
a boy that is hardly a man. If | canna hae Angus Ross, then 
ma’ life willnae be worth living. Will ma’ dreams e’er come 
true? 


*Taken By The Highlander is an insta-everything standalone 
instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. 


NEWSLETTER 
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CHAPTER 1 


Angus 


Fighting is the only thing | seem to ken, the smell 0’ a man’s 
Sweat in the air and the tang o’ blood on ma’ tongue. Tis the 
Same stench whether on the field o’ battle or on the street, 
and I’ve had ma’ share o’ both. But today is different. I’m no’ 
on the battlefield nor on the street... instead, I’m fighting for 
ma’ supper... the man everyone wants to beat... The 
Highland Hustler... Angus Ross, the infamous bare-knuckle 
fighter. 


| left ma’ home to fight wi’ Charles Stuart at Falkirk Muir and 
then on to Culloden when | was no more than a boy, and | 
came home defeated but a man. The battle changed me 
forever, and life would ne’er be the same again. | couldnae 
bear to work the land like ma’ older brothers. The land is 
harsh in the Highlands, and every year is a battle wi’ nature. 
It killed ma’ father and turned ma’ mother into an old 
woman too soon. By the time I returned home, the old farm 
was gone, ma’ mother dead and ma’ brothers emigrated 
from the land ma’ family had worked for hundreds o’ years. 
Wi’ mother gone, there was no reason for them to stay, and 
they moved out into one o’ the towns. Or so | guessed. When 
| returned to the croft, it was neglected... windows already 
broken and exposing the shabby interior to the wind and the 
elements. Old Fraser Anderson was the only man left, too old 
to change his ways and would probably die there. He told 
me that ma’ mother had died and brothers were gone. There 
was nothing left for me, no’ that | wanted to stay. | had no 
family, no friends, nothing...just the clothes on my back... 
ma’ belted plaid and woollen coat were almost everything | 
owned and only a few shillings in ma’ sporran. 


| spent many a night out in the open. It was no’ really a 
hardship looking back, | was young and had spent many a 
night on the hills as a soldier, but without proper shelter or 
food, | ken | wouldnae last out the winter, and | headed for 
Inverness, keeping out o’ the way o’ the redcoats... being 
arrested as a Jacobite and wearing ma’ plaid would hae 
surely seen me transported o’erseas, ne’er to see ma’ 
beloved homeland again. 


On the first night in Inverness, | got drunk spending ma’ last 
few coins on cheap whiskey and then into a fight wi’ two 
men for calling the Stuart a coward that saw me bloodied 
and beaten, but | came out the best. Years o’ fighting for ma’ 
life had turned me from a gangly young lad into a beast 0’ a 
man that dinna ken his own strength. | had knocked out 
both men wi’ a couple of blows o’ ma’ fists. | remember, | sat 
in the gutter, rubbing at ma’ bruised knuckles wondering 
what was to become o’ me. Call it chance or fate, good or 
bad, | dinna ken, which, but a man approached me from the 
bar and offered me lodgings. | was wary at first, a strange 
man in a strange place, but what choice did | hae? He pulled 
out a grubby card from an even grubbier waistcoat pocket 
and handed it to me. 


It merely said, Charles Menzies. Aberdeen. 


Taking the card back immediately, he placed it once again 
into his waistcoat pocket and proceeded to tell me that he 
owned a booth in a travelling show and was looking for men 
like me. | was still unsure, but let him take me back to his 
cheap boarding house, where he gave me supper and ale 
and let me sleep on the floor. There was a small fire in the 
room, and although the floor was hard, | slept like a babe 
until the next morning. When I awoke, the fire had been 
remade, and there was a basin 0’ warm water to wash myself 
wi’. Charles Menzies was out but soon returned wi’ some 
lowland clothing for me to change into. The redcoats were 
still milling about Inverness, and he said | had been lucky 


not to be caught. O’er a small breakfast, he said he owned a 
fighting booth, a carnival attraction that saw men try to beat 
his prize-fighters. One of his men was getting a bit long in 
the tooth, and he was looking for someone to take his place. 
He had been impressed with ma’ fighting skills and said he 
was looking for a man just like me. | shook ma’ head at first. 
After ma’ years o’ fighting for ma’ country, | wasnae ready to 
make a career o’ it. 


| can still hear his words. It was a very generous offer. The 
only other options open to me were general labouring, hard 
work for a pittance, and | would still hae to find me some 
lodgings. 

| nodded, and we shook on it, and the deal was done. The 
Highland Hustler was born. 


Charles Menzies kept ma’ plaid and had it cleaned. | wore 
ma’ belted plaid in the makeshift boxing ring, bare-chested 
and ma’ face painted in blue..| was unsure, wondered what 
the English soldiers would make o’ the ‘Highland Hustler,’ 
but now the Stuart was gone, Charles said it made more 0’ a 
spectacle for the audience, like a freak show, an oddity from 
the past. At first, | felt a bit foolish, but | soon got to like it. In 
the ring, | felt like somebody, rather than a nobody without 
kin or home. Some of the audience cheered me, others 
booed me, it was all part o’ the show, but the fighting was 
genuine. Big men, usually drunk men, would put down a 
shilling to fight me, in the hope of doubling their money, but 
more importantly, knocking out the Highland Hustler. | soon 
saw how Charles made his money, apart from the entrance 
fee to watch the spectacle, Charles also took bets on the 
side. At the end o’ the week, he would share some o’ his 
illegal gains wi’ his four fighters. | had ne’er been so well off. 


For a while | enjoyed travelling on the road, the travelling 
folk are a queer bunch and every night after the fair had 

closed, | would drink myself stupid on the cheap whiskey 
and ale and sleep until mid-morning. ‘Tis a good life fora 


young man. Yet despite having money in ma’ pocket ma’ 
heart was lost. | had that same queer feeling in ma’ soul as 
when | returned to the empty croft. Surely there was more to 
life than fighting and drinking? 

It’s was a pleasant September day outside, and | could see 
the tent start to fill. O’er the years Charles has made 
improvements, and the stage was now theatrically swathed 
wi’ purple velvet, but the fighting was the same, the 
gambling was the same, and the drinking was the same. | 
have had to keep fit o’er the years, and despite the alcohol, | 
still cut a fine figure for a man o’ forty. | had thought many 
times o’ leaving, but the money | should hae saved had all 
been spent on whisky and gambling. With ma’ soul lost, | 
had filled it wi’ all manner o’ vices, and the card tables were 
the worst, meaning | could no’ quit for a more comfortable 
life. Perhaps it was time | should start to change ma’ ways, 
but what for...? 

| can see the drunken men swarming around the now fuller 
figure o’ Charles Menzies. He must be well o'er sixty but still 
has the enthusiasm for lining his pockets. | can see a young 
woman protesting wi’ her husband. He is younger than me, a 
mop o’ red hair and beard and his face a matching red wi’ all 
the ale he has drunk. He waves a shilling in Charles’s face 
as he pushes his woman to one side, the price ne’er 
increasing in o’er twenty years, so profitable is the gambling 
on the side. | hope he will be my opponent... | want to punch 
that smug look straight off his face. 


Fighting has become a sort o’ a drug to me, another reason | 
stay. When I’m in the ring, facing a man that has something 
to prove, thinking he can knock me down, | feel a change wi’ 
in me. | canna explain it. Tis like all the baseness rises to the 
surface, and | feel a power run right through me. And then 
this anger, this constant fight rears its ugly head and | 
clench ma’ fists, not satisfied until the man before me is 
lying bloodied on the floor beneath me. Afterwards, | feel 


tired and almost ashamed o’ myself for being such a beast, 
but it leaves me hungry for more. Perhaps | am no good for 
any society but this, decent folk wouldnae welcome me. | 
hae become something | canna control... 


| am called to the ring, the group o’ people having paid their 
threepence entrance fee, all looking to get their monies 
worth. The red-haired young man stands before me, and | 
am glad. The crowd is shouting, and | see Charles hurrying 
to take the last few bets. The young man seems to hae some 
support in the group, and Charles always makes the stakes 
well in the favour o’ the opponent, to ensure that men and 
their money are easily parted. 


“David...” The young wife 0’ ma’ opponent stands white- 
faced at the edge o’ the ring and calls out to him. | pity the 
poor woman, but it canna be helped. There are no’ many 
women in the place, a few o’ the travelling people come to 
cheer me on, rough women who can handle their ale better 
than most men. 


Tis then that | see her. 


A young lass on her own is pushing through the crowd 
toward the front. Her hair is dark and loose and falls in curls 
around her shoulders, her dark eyes darting around the 
place, looking for a space in the crowd. She is well dressed 
and no’ the sort we usually attract. For a moment, her eyes 
find mine, and in that second ma’ old heart seems to skip a 
beat. There is something in those young, honest eyes that 
makes me feel something | thought | had forgotten long ago. 
For a moment, | feel at peace, a peace | hae no’ ken since | 
was a boy. The lassie is beautiful, and | feel a strong 
attraction for her. | even feel a stirring in ma’ loins, beneath 
ma’ woollen plaid, ma’ male instinct pulses through ma’ 
veins. Somehow, | ken that | must hae this lass. 

The bell rings out for the fight to start, and | am pulled back 
to reality. Ma’ head is still spinning from looking at the lovely 
young lass, and it takes me a second to get ma’ bearings 


again. David, the red-haired lad, is already prancing around 
me, jabbing me tentatively wi’ his fists. Now he is facing the 
famous Highland Hustler, he doesnae look so brave, and | 
see the fear in his bloodshot eyes, can smell it in the air, 
sour and acrid like cat’s piss. 


| can see the pale face o’ his wife from the corner o’ ma’ eye, 
and a sudden empathy flows through ma’ heart. | hae ne’er 
felt sorry for ma’ opponents until now. | clench ma’ fists in a 
moment o’ weakness, still aware o’ the lasses dark eyes 
upon me. 

| take the first jab, but it lacks ma’ usual power, | need to 
concentrate. There is some commotion at the ringside- | 
glance quickly - the dark-haired lass is arguing wi’ a lad, 
probably her brother as there is a strong resemblance and 
he is pulling her away, towards the entrance o’ the tent. 


Ma’ heart sinks, for some reason, | ken that | canna lose this 
lass. If she steps out o’ the tent, | may ne’er see her again. 
There is only one thing for it. 


| see the blow coming, but for once in ma’ life, | dinna dodge 
it. Fora small man, he packs a mighty punch, and | feel the 
blow and let the full force knock me o’er. | see Charles face 
as | hit the deck, this will be a massive loss for him. The 
crowd is cheering, and the young man is looking on in 
amazement. Even the colour has come back into his wife's 
cheeks. In a way, | am glad, if only for her. 


The mighty Highland Hustler is down! 


Now there is only one thing left to do, get out o’ here and 
find the bonnie young lass. 


CHAPTER 2 


Leonora 


| love Inverness, but I feel ma’ mothers disaprovin’ eyes 
upon me in almost everythin’ that | try to do. She wants me 
to be a lady, graceful like she was at ma’ age, a real beauty, 
but | hae no interest, especially in becoming someone's 

wife! | hae little enough freedom now wi’ out being told what 
to do by a man. If | do marry, then | want it to be to a man o’ 
ma’ own choosing and not ma’ mothers’ choice. She seems 
insistent on pushing me towards Andrew McBeth. He is a 
good friend and from a good family, but nothing more to me, 
tis all in mother's head. | havnae mentioned it to Andrew, 
how he would laugh if he knew. | thought this trip would 
make me feel better, but | might as well be back at Muir Ord. 
Tis no fun being a lass. Douglas is allowed to do as he 
pleases and seems to hae his pick o’ the girls, Tis no’ fair. 

At least the travelling show is o’ interest, we are setting back 
home tomorrow, and it would be good to hae some 
adventure before we leave. A few come to visit near the 
castle, but nothing so vast and exciting as this. | love the 
sights and smells, the colours and calls from the little booths 
o’ travelling folk selling their wares. There are jugglers and 
men on stilts, exotic birds in cages, and music fills the air. 
Up ahead, there is a large white tent with crowds forming all 
around. A man dressed in a gaudy suit and top hat is 
shouting something, and I strain ma’ ears to hear his voice 
above the barrel organs and pipes. We approach, and as we 
get nearer, | see a large placard displaying information. 


Prize Fighting. 
Pit your strength against the champion Highland Warriors. 


1 shilling 

Entrance 3d. 

Douglas looks interested but walks on by, and | try and look 
inside as we pass, but mother pulls me quickly onwards. 
“Come, Leonora, that is no’ the place for young ladies.” 

We stop at a stall to look at ribbons for a new hat, and as 
mother inquires o’ the prices, lost in her business, | take the 
opportunity to grab Douglas by the arm and lead him away, 
pretending to look at one o’ the other stalls. 

“Brother, quickly, take me to see the fighting, mother and 
father will not miss us for ten minutes?” 

Although we are twins, ma’ brother is nothing like me. He 
laughs and shakes his head, teasing me. 

“Ye would be better to waste yer money on ribbons Leonora. 
It will just be a bunch o’ old soldiers, putting on a show to 
take money from fools. It will all be staged. And ye ken that 
mother wouldnae like it!” 

| flutter ma’ eyelashes at him in an attempt to win him o’er. 
“Please, Douglas. I’m ne’er allowed to do anything exciting. 
Just five minutes and then we will come back, | promise. 
Please? | canna go on ma’ own.” 

Despite our differences, we two hae a special bond that 
comes wi’ being twins, and he reluctantly agrees. 

“Only if you pay, and only five minutes or mother will ne’er 
forgive me.” 

| laugh, “Mother would forgive ye anything, ye are her 
favourite!” 

We shake on the deal, and on the pretence o’ looking at 
other stalls, we race back, arm in arm to where the man on 
the podium is urging those still undecided. “Ladies and 
Gentlemen, step right up to see the finest fighters in the 
whole o’ Scotland...the fight is due to start in five minutes.” 


| hae several shillings in ma’ purse, and much to the surprise 
o’ the man taking the money, | pay for both of us and push 
ma’ way inside. 

Despite the bright day, tis darker inside the tent and already 
full. Tis mainly men, and although tall for ma’ age, | can 
barely see above them. | pull away from Douglas and push 
through to the front to where a small roped off stage has 
been erected. 


The crowd starts to cheer as a well-built man climbs onto the 
stage. | hae ne’er seen anything like him. His appearance is 
quite startling, painted with the blue o’ the Highland 
Warriors. His chest is bare, and | can see the strong muscles 
in his arms, a well-toned stomach and strong back. He must 
be about the same age as ma’ mother, but | hae ne’er seen 
such a handsome man in all 0’ ma’ life. His hair is light, 
almost the colour o’ corn, his face beneath the paint 
handsome and rugged. Suddenly he looks straight at me, 
piercing blue eyes gazing into ma’ own, and | am transfixed, 
ma’ heart beating so loudly that | am rooted to the spot like 
an old oak tree. 


| canna explain how | feel, buttis almost as if the man is 
looking into ma’ very soul, and | feel the heat in ma’ cheeks 
start to rise. For a moment, | am half afraid, and | want to 
look away, but | canna. | am locked in his eyes. And then the 
bell rings for the fight to start and the moment is lost, 
although I feel a warm sensation as if somehow, we are still 
connected. Ma’ head is still feeling light when | feel a hand 
on ma’ shoulder. 


“It has been o’er five minutes and more Leonora... we must 
head back before we are missed.” 


“Just a few more minutes...” 


| dig in ma’ heels, but Douglas shakes his head, and leads 
me out o’ the tent. 


“| told ye it would be all fixed. That big chap didnae even try. 
Now come on, if mother and father find us here, there will be 
hell to pay. Come quickly now... we must find them before we 
are missed.” 


Before we leave the tent, | manage to turn and take one last 
glance behind me. The crowd is cheering, and the Highland 
Hustler is no longer standing but sprawled out across the 
floor. Somehow, | feel that he is watching me. 

Mother is already looking out for us and scolds us for 
dawdling, wrapping her arm tightly around mine to ensure 
that | dinna stray again. She chatters on and shows me the 
coloured ribbons she has bought and talks about the 
magnificent hats we shall hae, I let her prattle on while all | 
can think about is my Highlander and his piercing blue eyes 
gazing into mine. | walk around, almost in a dream, trying to 
think o’ ways to get back to the tent. O’ course, tis 
impossible. 

“Leonora, | dinna think ye have been listening to a word | 
hae said. Ye seem to be in yer own little world. Are ye feeling 
well?” 

| blush, thinking that ma’ mother can read ma’ thoughts. Tis 
a good job that she canna. 

“lam just feeling a little tired after travelling, that is all. 
Perhaps | should sit down and rest while ye look around, | 
will be fine on ma’ own.” 

Ma’ mother narrows her eyes. “I am sure we are all in need o 
a rest, dear. Now, why do no’ we all go to the refreshment 
tent and take some lemonade?” 


Father and Douglas decline the offer and instead make their 
way to the tent serving ale with a promise to join us soon. | 
would rather go wi’ them, but mother and | make our way 
into the place serving lemonade frequented mainly by 
women and small children. We find a table, and I let mother 
sit while | join the queue for drinks. | just want to be left 


r 


alone to ma’ thoughts. If we are quick, perhaps we will hae 
time to join father and Douglas in the ale tent, at least there 
| would hae a better chance o’ seeing ma’ Highlander. 


| close ma’ eyes for a minute and imagine his face and feel 
the same strange sensation as if he is looking right at me. | 
hae a deep yearning to see this man again. 


“Hello again.” 
| open ma’ eyes and blink. 
“Hello.” 


A man is standing in front o’ me, and it takes me a moment 
to take him in. The same piercing blue eyes looking straight 
into mine. Tis him, and | am caught breathless, and fora 
moment, unable to speak. He is so utterly handsome that all 
| can do is stare. He has removed the blue paint, a small 
trace still visible on his cheek, and he now wears a white 
linen shirt, but tis definitely him, the Highland Hustler, his 
bright hair catching the light. Finally, | find ma’ tongue. 
“Does it hurt?” 

His brow furrows as if to grasp ma’ meaning. 

“Ye were punched in the jaw, the other man knocked ye 
down. Ye lost the fight.” | indicate to his cheek. 

He laughs as if tis nothing, his eyes burning boldly into mine 
once again. 

“| would say that | had won, wouldn’t ye?” | feel his eyes 
Slowly taking me in, travelling down ma’ body, and slowly 
back up again. 


| blush deeply at his implied meaning, no’ really knowing 
how to answer. His gaze makes me feel uncomfortable, 
almost as if | am standing naked, but somehow, | like it. 


| look around for ma’ mother. Luckily, she is buried in 
conversation wi’ another woman, and she hasnae noticed. 
“| wondered if ye would recognise me wi’ out ma’ war 
paint?” 


| laugh, “Ye hae missed a bit,” and | indicate his cheek. He 
rubs at the blue mark, but only succeeds in smearing it even 
more across his face. 


“Here.” Suddenly emboldened, | pull a white handkerchief 
from ma’ pocket and hand it to him. As he takes it, his eyes 
seem to soften, and | notice a kind o’ sorrow that | hadnae 
seen before. 

“Do ye live around here, lass?” 


Before | can answer we are at the front o’ the queue and | 
order the lemonade. | am taken aback when the man insists 
on paying. 

“Please sir, | canna let ye pay, we hae just met and...” 

“And | am a stranger, well, we can soon fix that. Let me carry 
the drinks to yer table, and I can tell ye everything ye need 
to ken about me.” 

| glance warily to where ma’ mother is sitting. 

“| dinna think that would be a good idea...” 

“Is something wrong sir...?” 

Ma’ father is suddenly by ma’ side and glaring at the strange 
man holding ma’ handkerchief in his hand. 

“Angus Ross at yer service, Sir. | was just asking the young 
lady if she needed any help in carrying these drinks?” 

Ma’ father looks at me and then back to the man, Angus 
Ross. At least | ken his name. 

“lam Alexander McKenzie of Muir Ord Sir, and this is ma’ 
daughter, Leonora. | am grateful for yer concern, but there is 
no need for yer help. | wish ye a good day.” 

Tis a dismissal from ma’ father, and Angus Ross looks him 
straight in the eye. Fora moment, | notice that his hands 
curl into fists, and | worry that there will be a scene, but then 
Angus’s eyes soften. 

“| didnae mean to offend sir, l'II be on ma’ way,” and witha 
smile, he gives a short bow and leaves 


| want to say something, anything, but with ma’ father by 
ma’ side, tis impossible. Taking me by the arm, he starts to 
lead me back to where Douglas and mother are waiting. 
“Oh, Leonora?” 


Tis his voice, and | turn back quickly to see him approaching 
me, holding out ma’ handkerchief. 


| rush to his side and take the handkerchief, glad to hae 
another few seconds with this man. 

“I hope | will see ye again, Leonora...?” 

| glance quickly back at ma’ father. 

“| don’t think that will be possible?” 

“Would you like to see me again?” 

Ma’ heart is beating fast, and | dinna ken what to say and 
feel ma’ cheeks blushing at his impertinence. 

“Aye, | would.” 

“Then | look forward to the next time we meet.” 


Angus makes another little bow, just as ma’ father reaches 
for ma’ arm and pulls me away once more. Ma’ father 
doesnae mention the matter, especially not in front o’ ma’ 
mother, but | see Douglas looking at me wide-eyed, and as | 
sit, he pulls me aside. 

“What’s going on, Leonora. Wasnae that the man from the 
fight?” 

| shrug, I’m no’ going to tell ma’ twin brother everything! | 
dinna ken where or when | will see Angus Ross again, but 
there was something in his eyes that tells me that | will. 


CHAPTER 3 


Angus 


Leonora McKenzie. The very name is like music to ma’ ears. 
In the space o’ an hour, | am a changed man. Ma’ heart is as 
light as a feather, and | feel a stirring wi’ in me that | havnae 
felt since | was a young man. | need this lass... | need to 
make her ma’ own. | hae ne’er desired anything so much in 
all o’ ma’ life. | close ma’ eyes and can see her once again, 
standing in the tent, her dark hair and eyes, her pale and 
slender throat, the blossoming o’ her young body, the curve 
o’ her breasts... ma’ cock twitches wi’ desire. | can almost 
smell the lass, as sweet as roses and lavender on a summer 
day. The bonnie lass has bewitched me and made me forget 
everything else in the world, including Charles Menzies. Tis 
only the second time | hae lost a fight, the first-time being 
years ago. 

“Are ye no’ well Angus, perhaps ye need a break from 
fighting for a wee while?” 

The poor man had become a good friend to me o’er the 
years, and | can see the concern in his face, even though | 
hae hurt his pocket. | could hardly tell him it was all because 
o’ a bonnie wee lass. 

“Aye Charles, | am feeling a little tired. | hae been thinking o’ 
going away, up into the hills for a couple o’ weeks o’ rest. A 
change o’ scenery will do me good.” 

Reaching into his pocket, he hands me two guinea and 
smiles. | can hardly believe it. 

“When ye lost the fight, it encouraged more betting on the 
other fights. | doubled ma’ usual takings and all thanks to ye 
man. And while ye are away, spend some time wi’ a woman, 


it will do ye a world o’ good.” He slaps me on the back, and 
we walk back to the lodgings together. 


My lack o’ female company has always caused him some 
concern. | have had women o’ course when the winter nights 
hae been long and lonely and | needed something, but they 
hae been fleeting moments wi’ lasses whose faces and 
names hae been lost wi’ the night. 


| hae a little money saved besides the two guineas’, enough 
for travel and cheap lodgings. | havnae really thought things 
through, ma’ only concern is to see the girl again. | ken tis 
madness, but | hae ne’er been so struck by a woman before. 
| can always find some small labouring job if ma’ money runs 
out, a strong man can always find work. 


Tis only in bed that night that the impossibility o’ the 
situation starts to get a hold o’ me. | hae been so caught up 
in the thought o’ Leonora, that ma’ mind hasnae been 
thinking straight. Her father didnae seem to like me, but 
who could blame him? A man more than twice his 
daughter's age making advances on her. The family seems 
well to do, I will hae to make inquiries about Alexander 
McKenzie when | reach Muir Ord. Ma’ mind starts to fret. 
What hae | to offer such a girl as Leonora, a young and 
beautiful girl? The very thought o’ those dark eyes flashing 
at me stirs ma’ loins, and soon ma’ cock is as stiff as an iron 
poker. 


Despite ma’ misgivings, | am determined to find out more 
about the lass. What hae | to lose? | hae promised her that 
we will meet again, and I will no’ break that promise. | take 
the first coach the following morning and am joined by a 
middle-aged couple travelling part of the way. We make 
small talk, and | manage to bring up Muir Ord in the 
conversation, casually mentioning Alexander McKenzie. 


The man smiles, and his wife nods. 


“Ah, ye mean the Laird up at the castle. A fine and fair man. 
My wife and | hae had the pleasure of meeting him, and his 
good wife at a Ball held their several years ago...” 


| didnae really hear what he said after that, ma’ mind was 
reeling wi’ the fact that Alexander McKenzie was the Laird at 
Muir Ord, and Leonora is his daughter. What chance did | 
hae with the lass? It was too late to turn back now, and 
besides, | didnae want to...| hae to see the lass again, she is 
in ma’ blood. | close ma’ eyes, remembering her face when | 
asked her if she wanted to see me again. Her eyes said it all, 
her cheeks flushed wi’ emotion. | hardly ken the lass, but if 
she feels half o’ what I feel for her, then there has to bea 
chance for us, there just has to. 


| hae almost talked myself out 0’ meeting her by the time we 
reach our destination. It has taken o’er four hours to reach 
the place with several stops on the way and changes of 
passengers, and wi’ each passing hour ma’ heart has been 
sinking. Tis sheer madness, but | am determined that | 
willnae return wi’ out seeing her again. 


| climb out o’ the carriage and stretch ma’ legs. | am the only 
remaining passenger. | look around to get ma’ bearings. 
There is little here apart from an Inn, which will serve as ma’ 
resting place for tonight. A river runs at the end o’ the rough 
road, everything else around me is open countryside 
running to the hills in the background. Swinging ma’ bag 
across ma’ shoulder, | walk down to the side o’ the river, 
looking about me for the home of Alexander McKenzie. 
Everywhere is trees and the rocky slopes o’ hills. Apart from 
a few sheep grazing on the rough grass that grows up here, | 
see no sign oO’ life and head back for the Inn to enquire about 
a bed for the night. 


The journey has gi’en me a thirst, and I take a seat at the 
small bar while the serving girl fetches me a mug oO’ ale. She 
is a buxom lass and winks across as she hands me the beer, 
letting her fingers rub gently against ma’ hand. Her bosom 


is too apparent, her dress too low, but it makes me think o’ 
sweet Leonora and how | would like to sink ma’ head into her 
soft pillows and sleep. Their canna be too many men around 
these parts to keep this lass company, and for a moment, | 
feel sorry for her until | notice that she is wearing a wedding 
ring on her finger. 

“What brings ye to these parts, stranger?” she smiles, 
showing her slightly crooked teeth, eyelashes fluttering as 
she gazes up at me. | think of Leonora’s smile... her perfect 
pearl-like teeth. The poor lass must no’ be getting much 
attention at home. 


“I’m looking for the castle at Muir Ord, the home o’ 
Alexander McKenzie?” 


She eyes me up and down. 


“Tis about two miles west o’ here, just down by the river. Are 
ye looking for work?” 


| nod and sip ma’ beer. 


“We can always find work for ye here?” She smiles slyly and 
touches ma’ hand briefly again. 

“We?” 

“Me and ma’ husband.” She points out to the back room 
where the inn-keeper is writing in a ledger. He is a thin, wiry, 
bald-headed man, perhaps ten years older than myself. The 
girl must be no’ much older than Leonora. 

“He’s getting on a bit, and there are some jobs that he canna 
manage?” 

She winks again, and | fully understand, but | want nothing 
to do wi’ it. Maybe at one time, it might hae been a different 
story, but since seeing Leonora, | am determined to bea 
changed man. | shift uneasily on the stool, moving ma’ hand 
away to avoid further contact. The maid scowls, and | try 
and change the subject. 


“Do ye ken much about the McKenzie’s?” 


“Och aye, | hae dinner wi’ them every night,” she answers 
sarcastically, not pleased that | am no’ taken by her wanton 
suggestions. 


| smile gently, | will get nothing more from the lass if | am 
no’ careful. 

“Perhaps another ale?” | hand her the empty tankard. | hae 
not drunk a drop for o’er 24 hours, and | feel as parched as 
the desert. Another one willnae hurt. 


She refills ma’ glass, and this time leaves it on the small 
wooden bar. Afraid that she will go before | find out more 
information, | change tack. 

“What’s yer name, lass?” 

She blushes at the sudden interest. 

“It’s Sally,” she replies saucily. | hae the lasses measure now. 
“And ma’ name in Angus Ross,” | flash her ma’ best smile, 
and her eyes gleam. 

“Where are ye from Angus Ross, what brings ye to this god- 
forsaken place?” 

“| hae travelled up from Inverness this morning, looking for 
work.” 

The girl laughs scornfully. 

“Ye would hae been better to stay in Inverness, there is 
nothing around these parts for miles. | should ken, | am from 
Inverness myself.” She laughs bitterly. It canna be easy fora 
young woman living in so isolated a spot as this. 

“So, what brought ye here then?” 

Her face drops as she points back to her husband. “That man 
sitting there, ma’ husband. | was a barmaid in Inverness 
when he walked in one night. He flattered me and bought 
me presents. | gave him the only thing | had o’ value, and 
that was ma’ downfall. | was quick wi’ child, and he was 
quick enough to marry me. Too quick, for a few weeks after | 


lost the bairn and found myself shackled to an old man in 
this god-forsaken place.” 


| feel sorry for the lass, but once again, ma’ mind drifts back 
to Leonora, so young, so beautiful. What can an old man like 
me with no prospects offer such a lass? Ma’ heart sinks at 
the thought that | could make Leonora as unhappy as the 
Innkeeper has made Sally. 


“Another ale?” | hadnae realised that ma’ glass was empty 
again. | should be going, but suddenly ma’ heart isnae in 
ma’ task, and | offer up the empty glass to be refilled. 


“So ye are hoping to find work up at the Castle?” 


| nod, ma’ whole plan seems to be falling into tatters around 
me. She must see ma’ despair, for she calls through to her 
husband. 


“John, this man says he is looking for work up at the Castle?” 
He glances upwards for a moment 


“| doubt that ye will find it, most o’ the men around these 
parts are already working there. | doubt they will be taking 
on more men on the approach of winter, but there is no harm 
in asking.” He is soon lost in his ledger again. 


“John knows Alexander McKenzie. He has always lived in 
these parts. | think he even played with the young laird asa 
lad. Perhaps he can put in a good word for ye?” She winks, 
seizing the opportunity- a favour for a favour. 

| shake ma’ head, | dinna want any interference or to feel 
beholden to this lass, and | offer ma’ glass up for another 
ale. The alcohol is starting to run through ma’ veins, and | 
feel a lightness in ma’ head that somehow takes away the 
hopelessness o’ ma situation for a moment. Just one more 
and then | will set off to find the castle. 


| fish around for more information. 
“Does Alexander McKenzie live alone?” 
Sally smiles. 


“Nay, he has a wife Avril, like me she is much younger than 

her husband, but at least he has money. They hae bairns, a 

girl, and a boy, twins though ye would not think it to look at 
them.” 


| feign ignorance. 
“They are still bairns?” 


“Och, no. We were invited to the twin's 18t" birthday party 
just a few months ago. Everyone around these parts were 
asked... it was the highlight o’ the year around here as ye 
can imagine.” 
Leonora is just eighteen, | am more than double her age. | 
ken she was young, but hearing her age hits me straight in 
the stomach, and ma’ heart starts to sink, and | drain ma’ 
cup once again. 
“Perhaps another one for the road, Sally?” 
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By the time | step outside, tis almost midday, and the 
September sun is already high in the sky. The fresh air hits 
me in the face, and | breathe deeply, trying to clear the ale 
induced fog in ma’ head. Despite everything, | am 
determined to see the lass again, even though ma’ head is 
telling me tis an impossible task, ma’ heart is urging me 
onwards. 


| stagger down to the river, shielding ma’ eyes from the sun. 
Tis too bright, and ma’ legs feel like lead. Reaching the 
riverbank, | kneel down and splash some cold water across 
ma’ face. Tis freezing and brings me to ma’ senses for a 
moment. The barmaid said that the castle was to the west o’ 
the river, so | set off, noting ma’ position wi’ the sun. 


| amble down a rough track that is undoubtedly used by 
those travelling to and fro’ the castle. If | stick to this route, 
then despite ma’ drunkenness, | hopefully willnae stray too 
far. Ma’ mind is so fixed on Leonora that | dinna notice the 
sound o’ a carriage approaching until tis almost upon me. | 


stagger across the road, almost in front o’ the horses, the 
driver slowing down as he passes by and yelling at me. 


“Get out o’ the way ye drunken sot!” 


As | look up, | am startled to see the surprised face o’ 
Leonora gazing out at me from the carriage window. Tis only 
fora moment, but | see first the look o’ recognition, and then 
the look o’ horror at the state | am in. Then she is gone, the 
Carriage picking up speed and moving away in a cloud o’ 
dust. 

| am left standing alone, a pitiful and drunken wretch. What 
will the lass think o’ me now? I can hardly let myself dwell 
on the thought, but one thing is for sure, | canna go to the 
castle in this state. Wi’ ma’ head in ma’ hands | turn around 
and walk slowly back to the Inn. 


CHAPTER 4 


Leonora 


| canna stop thinking about Angus Ross. Angus Ross, Angus 
Ross, ma’ mind spins wi’ that name. Tis a strange feeling as 
if ma’ whole body is on fire...| hae ne'er felt so alive in ma’ 
entire life. Yet | barely ken the man, and | may ne’er see him 
again despite his promise. Och, Tis foolishness | ken, but | 
am dizzy with excitement. | had ne’er though that |, Leonora 
McKenzie would e’er feel such a way about a man. | hae 
always laughed at ma’ friends for reading silly novels o’ 
romance and love, preferring a good tale o’ adventure, but 
now | find | am the heroine in ma’ very own story. In those 
books, the hero always wins the day... he always finds his 
love in the end. But this is no’ the pages o’ a book, and as 
we travel back home to Muir Ord in the carriage, ma’ heart 
starts to ache. | look out o’er the fields and mountains. Out 
there somewhere is Angus Ross, under the same sun and 
breathing the same air as | am... Angus Ross. 

In ma’ hand, | clutch the white cotton handkerchief that still 
bears a small mark o’ blue where he rubbed his face wi’ it. | 
bring it to ma’ face and breathe deeply, trying to catch his 
essence. 


“Are ye feeling well, Leonora? | hope you are no’ sickening?” 
| hae been quiet throughout the journey, and now | feel ma’ 
mother's eyes upon me once again. 

“lam fine, mother, just a little tired. | will try and sleep a 
little.” 

“I think this trip has been too tiring for you, Leonora. Ye did 
no’ seem well at the fair yesterday. Ne’er mind. We will soon 
be home. Perhaps Andrew will call on us tonight?” 


Andrew McBeth! That is all ma’ mother can think about. She 
tries to push us together at every opportunity. He is a good 
friend, but | hae no feelings for him, nor him for me. Tis a 
ridiculous situation. There is no comparison between Andrew 
and ma’ Angus. Andrew is just a boy, studious and wiry, but 
no’ a lover. | could ne’er even think about kissing Andrew, | 
would rather kiss ma’ father’s old dogs! But Angus, that is 
different. | close ma’ eyes, hoping that ma’ mother will leave 
me in peace if she thinks that | am sleeping. 


| imagine Angus kissing me, his full and sensuous lips on 
mine. | hae ne’er been kissed by a man afore, only ma’ 
father kissing me goodnight on the forehead. | feel dizzy wi’ 
the thought o’ his arms around me, crushing me into his firm 
and muscular body. | feel a dull ache between ma’ legs and 
ken what | want, to feel him inside o’ me. | hae discussed 
such things wi’ ma’ ladies maid, Anthea, back at the castle. 
She is a little older than me and already betrothed to one o’ 
the grooms. She has done it, she has felt a man inside her, 
and she said there is no feeling like it in the world. The 
thought makes me blush, and | wonder if ma’ mother ever 
felt like this about ma’ father. They are very affectionate still 
and often kiss in public, much to ma’ embarrassment. Tis 
only now that | am beginning to understand. 


The carriage jolts and slows, and | open ma’ eyes, expecting 
to see home 


“Get out o’ the way ye drunken sot!” | hear the driver shout 
and look out o’ the window. 


| almost hae to rub ma’ eyes in disbelief. Tis Angus Ross, ma’ 
Angus, swaying unsteadily by the side o’ the road. He sees 
me, our eyes lock for a second, and then he is gone, the 
driver urging the horses quickly on home. 

“Drunken idiot, he could hae been killed. It had better no’ be 
one o’ the men from the castle, drunk at midday?” Ma’ 
father looks angry and ma’ mother, tuts. 


“Nay doubt some vagabond travelling the countryside, ye 
had better tell yer men to keep a look out, Alex?” 


Ma’ father laughs. “The poor man will probably drink himself 
into an early grave. | dinna think we hae much to worry 
about. He looks in a sorry state as it is.” 


At least ma’ father or Douglas dinna get a good look at him. 
Ma’ heart is in ma’ mouth. Angus is here, in Muir Ord, he has 
kept his promise, but | didnae expect to see him in sucha 
state. What if he turns up at the castle drunk? Ma’ father will 
hae him locked up, and there will be no chance o’ meeting. | 
hae seen another side to the man, and suddenly realise that 
| dinna ken him at all. | hae fallen in love wi’ a complete 
stranger, a wild man by all accounts but for good or bad, | 
canna do anything about it. 


As soon as we arrive back at the castle, | go to ma’ room on 
the pretence o’ needing to lie down. 


Ma’ heart and mind are all o’er the place, and as soon as | 
reach ma’ room, | rush to the window and scan the 
countryside. Ma’ bedroom is in the West Tower, and | can see 
clearly down along the track to the river. The road is 
deserted, and | am glad. It wouldnae do for Angus to follow 
us. | wonder where he is staying. There are only a few crofts 
in these parts and an Inn a few miles down the road. Perhaps 
that is where he is staying? 


| sit at the window for an hour, ma’ eyes on the road, the 
scene ne’er changing, except for a few birds flying across 
the swathe o’ blue sky. | wish | were a bird, free to wander, 
free to fly where e’er | please. | would fly down that road to 
be with Angus. | wonder at the drinking... perhaps it was 
Dutch courage as they say. | hae seen father drunk a few 
times, usually at parties and it gi’es me some cheer. All men 
drink, tis a sign o’ their manliness. Andrew ne’er drinks, and 
he hates whisky, much to the disapproval o’ ma’ father who 
tries to ply the poor lad wi’ the amber liquid at every 
opportunity. 


Ma’ eyes soon start to tire, and | lay fully clothed on ma’ bed. 
Tis Anthea’s day off. We were not expected until this 
evening, and she has gone out, probably wi’ her betrothed. 
Knowing Anthea, she will be in his arms in some field, 
making love in the sunshine. How | envy her at this moment, 
free to go where she wants and with who she wants. Being 
the daughter o’ a laird is no’ so easy. Father will ne’er 
approve 0’ aman such as Angus. But love always finds a 
way... surely? 


| must hae dozed, for when | open ma’ eyes again, the sun 
has moved towards the west, and the light is starting to 
fade. Anthea has returned and is shaking me gently awake. 
“Miss Leonora, Andrew McBeth has called on ye. Yer mother 
says that ye should come down to join them in the Great 
Hall.” 


Anthea has a lovely face. Now tis flushed wi’ being out in the 
fresh air wi’ her love, and probably more. 


“Ye hae had a good day, | see?” | poke back a stray o’ blonde 
hair that has fallen from her hastily pinned up hair. Tis the 
Same colour as Angus’s, and | imagine her long silky hair 
mixing amongst the grass like corn stalks in the field as she 
lays wi’ her lover. 

Anthea blushes and rushes to the looking glass to fix her 
appearance. 

“What e’er will yer mother think?” She hastily unpins her 
hair and coils it back up again into a perfect knot. 


| laugh. “Even mother was young once... | am sure she will 
understand...?” 


Anthea eyes me warily, | am usually so hard about ma’ 
mother, but before she can ask any questions, | jump in. 


“Well, tell me all about it. How is the lovely Simon?” 


Simon McKnight is the head groom for ma’ father and a 
handsome lad. Where Angus is fair, he is dark, dark hair, 


dark eyes, and dark skin, especially in the summer, when he 
is as dark as a berry. 


She blushes again, and | can guess even before she even 
speaks. 

“Oh, Miss Leonora. We went down to the river, there is a 
secluded little spot just before the bridge, and we spent the 
afternoon together. It was like a dream, lying in his arms in 
the sunshine, listening to the babble o’ the water flowing.” 
Anthea has always been ma’ education in the ways 0’ men 
and intimacy. Usually, | laugh at her romancing, but today 
ma’ eyes are misty, thinking o’ lying in the arms o’ Angus. 
“Did ye see anyone on the road?” 

She shakes her head, “I didnae notice, why?” 

Now tis ma’ turn to blush. “Tis just that we passed a man on 
the way here?” 

Anthea’s eyes widen. “Since when hae ye been interested in 
strange men?” 

| try to protest, despite ma’ blushes. “Tis just that there was 
a drunken man on the road, we nearly ran him down, that is 
all.” 

Before Anthea has time to question me more, there is a 
hammering at the door. 

Tis Douglas. 

“Leonora, mother says ye are to come at once and not to 
keep Andrew waiting any longer. Dinner is almost ready.” 
Tis the only time | am happy to hear Andrew’s name. | canna 
tell ma’ secret to anyone, not even Anthea. 

“| won’t be a minute Douglas...| am just changing ma’ 
clothes.” 

There is no time for further conversation, and Anthea helps 
me to quickly dress and rearrange ma’ hair. | am no’ in the 
mood for conversation wi’ Andrew McBeth, even though he 
is a good friend, but | must be polite. As | enter the Great 


Hall, | see his face light up, and he stands to greet me, 
rather formally. Mother and father, even Douglas, look at me 
with some kind o’ expectation, so | smile and take his arm 
and let him lead me to the dining hall. 


“Ye are looking beautiful tonight, Leonora.” Andrew looks at 
me, and | am not sure whether tis the light from the candles 
or ma’ imagination, but it seems as though his brown eyes 
have a soft glow. 

| laugh, thinking it to be a great joke, but Andrew does no’ 
laugh, and he frowns at me. 


“Canna an old friend gi’e another a compliment?” 
| pat him affectionately on the arm. 

“Why so serious, Andrew?” 

For a moment, he looks crestfallen, and | feel bad. 


“Sorry Andrew, | am a little out o’ sorts today, | am still tired 
from the trip and the journey home, take no notice o’ me.” 


He smiles, and we go into the dining hall, friends once 
again. Mother is acting strange all the way through dinner, 
and father keeps filling Andrew’s glass. Any more, and | fear 
that the poor lad will no’ be in any fit state to stand. 

| kick Douglas seated opposite me, underneath the table. | 
raise ma’ eyes in question, but he just smiles, something is 
going on, and | am the only one who doesnae seem to be in 
on the secret, whatever it may be. | am no’ hungry and am 
in no mood for riddles, as soon as the pudding has been 
served, | yawn, pretending to be tired. | just want to go to 
bed and dream o’ Angus. | make a move to leave the table. 
“lam sorry, but I fear | must be getting to ma’ bed, the 
journey has tired me out more than | thought.” 

| see ma’ mother give an anxious look across the table to 
ma’ father. 


“Wait a moment, Leonora, Andrew has made an effort to be 
wi’ us tonight, and ye have barely had time to speak wi’ him. 


There is a great fire blazing in the Library. Why dinna ye 
both take yer drinks in there, and we will join ye both 
shortly. | need to speak wi’ Douglas about the estate, and 
yer mother needs to speak wi’ cook.” 


It all seems very peculiar, but ma’ head is so full o’ Angus, 
that | do as | am bid. The sooner | speak wi’ Andrew, the 
sooner | can go to ma’ bed. Smiling, he offers his arm, and 
we walk out through the Great Hall, cross the tiled Entrance 
Hall, and into the cosy Library. Tis ma’ favourite room in the 
whole castle. As a young girl, | liked nothing better than to 
sit by the fire and read father's books, looking at the strange 
writing, even before | could read. A few candles hae been lit, 
but the light comes mainly from the fire, burning cheerfully 
in the hearth. | sit in ma’ favourite chair by the fire. 

“Come and sit by me, Andrew, you look so awkward standing 
there.” 


Andrew smiles, and | am amazed to see him drinking a 
generous shot o’ whisky that father has poured for him. If | 
am not mistaken, his hand is shaking. 


“Don’t be cold, Andrew, come and warm yerself by the fire.” 
Ma’ friend walks stiffly to the fire and clears his throat. 
“Leonora, there is something | hae to say to ye.” 


Tis only at that moment that the awfulness o’ the situation 
dawns on me. | hae been too wrapped up in ma’ own 
thoughts to see it coming. | hae known Andrew all o’ ma’ life, 
he was ma’ twin brother’s best friend, and all three of us hae 
played together since we could walk. As we grew older, our 
love o’ books and riding hae kept us close. It had only been 
in the last six months, since ma’ 18" birthday that | had 
noticed the subtle hints from ma’ mother, trying to push the 
two o’ us together. | had planned to laugh about it wi’ 
Andrew, the absurdity of the situation, but obviously, 
Andrew didnae think it absurd. | realise now that his visits 
have become more frequent, that he seemed to spend more 


time wi’ me than Douglas. Why had I no’ seen this coming? | 
feel sick, and poor Andrew looks pale, e’en in the rosy glow 
o’ the fire. 


“Leonora, | wanted to ask ye...” 
“Dinna...” | stand up in alarm, ma’ heart beating fast. 
But he has already started, his speech already prepared. 


“Leonora, | ken that we hae been friends for a long time, but 
o’er the past six months ma’ feelings hae changed...” 


| reach for his arm, ma’ eyes wide wi’ fear. 
“We are friends, Andrew, good friends...” 


“But | want to be more Leonora, o’er the last six months | 
hae come to respect ye, love ye no less. Tonight, | asked yer 
father for yer hand in marriage, and he said yes.” 


| feel a fit of anger start to rise in ma’ belly, | am furious, and 
| focus all 0’ ma’ anger at the poor lad standing in front o’ 
me. 

“Ye had no right to do so, Andrew McBeth, no right at all. 
Could ye no’ hae asked me first, asked me if | felt the same 
way as ye did? Well, | dinna want to marry ye, | canna love 
ye, Andrew, well no’ in that way, only as a brother. And now 
ye hae spoiled our friendship, things can ne’er be the same 
between us...| hate ye.” 


| see his face fall, the pain in his eyes, but | canna stop, the 
emotions o’ the day letting rip on the poor lad. 


“| ne'er want to see ye again, Andrew, ne’er.” With that, | 
burst into tears and rush from the library and up the stairs to 
ma’ own room, locking the door so no one can disturb me. | 
lay on ma’ bed weeping, remembering only the sadness in 
Andrew's eyes. | hae hurt him, hurt him badly, but | 
couldnae gi’e him any hope where there is none. How could | 
hae no’ seen this coming? 


There is a gentle knock at the door. 
“Leonora...?” 


Tis ma’ mother. | want to hide, but I ken that | will hae to 
face her soon enough, and | open the door and let her in. 


“Leonora ma’ dear, what did ye say to poor Andrew, he 
looked quite distressed poor boy. | hae left him downstairs, 
yer father was plying him wi’ more whisky when | left them 
in the library.” 


Wi’ out answering, | run into her arms. | dinna think | hae run 
to ma’ mother since | was a wee girl, but she instinctively 
wraps her arms tightly around me as | weep into her bosom. 


“Oh, mother, it was awful. Andrew asked me to marry him. | 
was so shocked that | told him that | hate him and ne’er 
want to see him again. | dinna mean it, but | felt so angry...” 


“There, there, ma’ dear. But what was so awful about it? 
Andrew is a fine young man from a fine family...” 


“But | dinna love him, mother, he is just a friend, a good 
friend, and now all o’ that is spoiled...” 


She sits me on the bed and hands me one of her fine lace 
handkerchiefs. 


“Dry yer eyes ma’ darling. Ye know, love comes in many 
forms. Having a husband who is a good friend is no’ sucha 
bad thing. Love can grow from such beginnings.” 


| sniffle into the hanky. 
“Were ye and father merely friends?” 
Her eyes grow misty, thinking o’ my father. 


“No Leonora, it was love at first sight wi’ yer father. As soon 
as | saw him, | ken he was the one for me. It was like a bolt o’ 
lighting striking ma’ heart. But that is a rare thing ma’ 
darling, | was lucky to find yer father, and it wasnae easy for 
us. Andrew is a good man, and he loves ye. Both o’ ye love 
to read and to ride out on the horses, ye could share so 
much... and | am sure that yer love could blossom o’er time.” 


“But | dinna love him, mother, | want the same as ye and 
father hae. | want to be struck by lightning, swept off ma’ 


feet. | want to ken true love like ye and father, no’ just mere 
companionship.” 


She considers me for a moment carefully, as if only just 
realising that her daughter has become a woman. 


“Are ye in love wi’ someone else, Leonora. | dinna think that 
ye had such strong feelings on the matter?” 


| long to tell her ma’ secret, but she wouldnae approve. She 
would be shocked to ken the truth. 


“No mother, but | speak wi’ Anthea, and she has her Simon. 
They are in love. If ma’ ladies’ maid can find love, then 
surely, | can? Is that too much to hope for, mother?” 


She wraps me in her arms again. | hae ne’er been so close to 
ma’ mother as | am now. 


“No ma’ dear, ye are allowed to dream, but I dinna want to 
see ye broken-hearted, or spoil any chance o’ happiness ye 
might hae. Andrew is a good man, and there are no’ so many 
around in these parts. It will be difficult to find such a good 
match. Now, why don’t ye let me go down and tell him that 
ye will think about it, that ye are no’ well and a little 
overwrought, and that the shock o’ the proposal made ye 
say such things? It does affect some girls in that way. Then 
ye can talk to Andrew again on the matter when ye hae had 
more time to think about it. Now, what do ye say?” 


In ma’ heart, | ken that | will ne’er change ma’ mind, but | 
hate to think o’ Andrew looking so sad. | can explain to him 
how | feel when | hae composed myself. | nod, agreeing to 
ma’ mother's suggestion. It will buy me some time, and 
hopefully, Andrew and I can still be friends. 


She leaves me with a kiss, and | feel a little better. | am tired 
to ma’ core, but step o’er to the window. The moon is full, 
lighting up the valley, the river like a silver ribbon in the 
distance. 

He is out there somewhere, ma’ love is out there, perhaps 
looking up at the grand old moon. Like, mother, | hae been 


struck by lightning, and no one else will do for me. 
“Oh, Angus, where are ye?” 


CHAPTER 5 


Angus 


| sleep off the alcohol. The room at the inn is small, but the 
bed is comfortable, and | am asleep as soon as ma’ head hits 
the pillow. | dream o’ Leonora, but tis no’ a good dream. 
What must she think o’ me after seeing ma’ drunken display 
in the road? 

We are standing at the top o’ a bottomless pit. She is 
laughing at me, those dark eyes sparkling into mine. She is 
naked, and ma’ whole body aches for her. | wonder at her 
soft curves, her perfect ripe breasts, slender waist, and dark 
curls between her legs. Ma’ cock is throbbing, aching for her. 
| reach across to touch her soft white flesh, reaching over the 
chasm to grasp her hand. At that moment, she moves, 
laughing at me as | fall slowly downwards. | reach for her 
hand, but all | can see is that beautiful mouth mocking me, 
her soft cherry red lips and pearly white teeth as she laughs, 
eventually reaching down to grab ma’ hand, pulling me 
upwards, until | can feel her soft breath on ma’ cheeks. 


“Leonora...!” 

“Leonora?” 

| wake up suddenly, sensing someone else is in the room. It 
takes me a moment to notice that someone is standing o’er 
the bed, looking straight down at me. 

Tis Sally the barmaid, wearing a cotton slip and little else. It 
leaves nothing to the imagination. 

“Jesus woman, what are ye doing in here, what would yer 
husband say?” 


| sit up, the bedsheets fast around me like a virgin. 


“I thought ye might like some company?” 


Sally has been drinking, and | can smell the alcohol on her 
breath. She approaches me once more, bending o’er 
towards me, her ample bosom on full view. 


“lam very flattered lass, but | think ye should leave before 
yer husband finds out.” 


Instead of leaving, she sits on the bed next to me and pats 
ma’ hand. 


“Don’t worry about ma’ husband. When his head hits the 
pillow, he is out for the night. Now, how about a bit o’ 
comfort on a cold night?” 


| leap out o’ bed on the opposite side, still holding the sheet 
against ma’ nakedness. 


“| think ye should go, Sally...” 


“Don’t tell me ye prefer men, there were a few o’ them in 
Inverness, or is it just young girls that ye take a fancy to?” 


The barmaid looks ugly, sneering at me in the half-light. 
“| dinna ken...” 


“Ye were shouting out her name in yer sleep, Leonora, that’s 
the name o’ the young lassie up at the castle. That is why ye 
are here, isn’t it, chasing after a lass less than half yer age?” 


| shrug, “Ye dinna ken what ye are saying. Perhaps tis the 
whisky. Now ye had better leave.” 


She scoffs, laughing in ma’ face. “Ye are a fool. From what | 
hear, the lass is plain, always wi’ her nose in a book. Ye will 
be a laughing stock- her father will ne’er entertain such a 
suitor... besides, rumour has it that she will be married soon, 
a man her own age. Ye should be ashamed o’ yerself. Now, 
what does a mere lass hae that | couldnae gi’e ye? A silly 
little virgin would be wasted on a strapping man like 
yerself.” 


“What’s going on in there? Sally, are ye in there?” 


There is a loud rapping at the door, and Sally’s eyes open 
wide in alarm, as she holds a finger conspiratorially to her 
lips. 

Tis too late, and before either of us can lock the door, tis 
opened with such a force that it nearly comes off its hinges. 
There stands the inn-keeper in his nightshirt, carrying a 
candle, and looking none too happy. | wrap the sheet around 
me, and can almost see Sally’s head trying to think o’ some 
plausible excuse for being in ma’ room. He looks first at me, 
then at Sally, before turning his full attention back to me 
again. 

“Well...?” 


She doesnae wait for me to speak. “John dearest. | heard Mr 
Ross here calling out in the night. | was worried and came to 
see what was the matter, he was having a nightmare, that is 
all.” 


It sounds an unlikely story, coming from her lips, and | 
suspect this is no’ the first time this husband has found his 
wife wi’ another man. 


“| think ye better get yer things and leave, Mr Ross...” 


Tis the middle o’ the night, and by the temperature in the 
room, it will be almost freezing outside. 


“Perhaps | could stay here til morning, there are only a few 
more hours until daybreak...| didnae lay a finger on yer wife, 
sir” 

“That may be the case, Mr Ross, but | would like ye to leave, 
now...” 


Suddenly Sally is by her husband's side, her arm looped in 
his, and | am the villain o’ the piece. It seems unfair, and | 
can feel ma’ blood start to boil, and ma’ hands start to curl 
into fists. | fight ma’ inner self, determined no’ to resort to 
violence. Having lived all o’ ma’ life by ma’ fists, it comes 
automatically, but | must change, | will change for the sake 
o’ Leonora. They leave the room and leave me to dress and 


pack ma’ few belongings. When I make ma’ way down the 
stairs, there is no one about, but | can hear Sally giggling in 
a room above me. Perhaps | hae done something for her 
love-life after all? 


Leaving payment for the room on the bar, | also help myself 
to a bottle o’ whisky, tis the least they can do for me after 
such a performance, and | step out into the bitter night. | 
need the spirit to keep me warm, and as long as I dinna 
drink too much, | feel that the lass would understand. 

Tis a clear night, the moon lighting ma’ way. | decide to head 
towards the castle, at least that way | will be near Leonora. 
The land looks beautiful, bathed in a silvery light, and ma’ 
heart feels full, and despite the antics at the inn, | feel at 
peace. The thought o’ Sally and her poor husband back at 
the inn makes me smile, and I hae a spring to ma’ step. | 
follow the rough track to the west, swigging ma’ whisky and 
keeping in line wi’ the river. As | turn a bend in the road, | 
see the castle a little way ahead, silhouetted against the 
deep purple sky. Tis an imposing sight, much larger than | 
had anticipated, and ma’ heart starts to sink once again, 
what on earth am | getting myself into? The entrance gates 
to the castle are closed. Wi’ the wars o’er, there is no longer 
a need for a keen lookout, but | keep to the shadows just in 
case. | walk around the side o’ the walls, there is usually a 
second entrance, a small gate or such, and finally, | find it 
and emboldened by the whisky I push on it. To ma’ 
amazement, it opens. 


At first, | open the door just a little and peer inside. Tis a side 
entrance to an inner cobbled courtyard, and there is no’ a 
soul about. All is quiet except for the shifting o’ the horses 
o'er in the stables. Wi’ out thinking too much, | quickly enter 
the courtyard and quietly close the door behind me. | ken tis 
a foolish and dangerous thing to do, and if | am caught at 
this hour, goodness knows what I will say. But somehow, | 


just want to be near Leonora, breathe the same air as the 
lass. 


There are two towers at either side o’ the castle, one 
pointing to the east and one to the west. | gaze up at one, 
and then the other, wondering where the bonnie lass is 
sleeping. | see a faint glow in one o’ the windows in the west 
tower, and the dark outline o’ a figure. 

| keep to the shadows, lest | be seen in the moonlight. | 
strain ma’ eyes to focus on the figure at the window. Tis the 
shape o’ a woman. | can almost see those dark eyes burning 
on me through the night... tis Leonora. 


| step out o’ the shadows, tis a dangerous move, anyone 
could see me, but love can make a man foolish, and | want 
her to ken that | am near. | wave ma’ arms towards the 
window. For a moment, there is no movement. Then | see a 
candle being raised to the window, lighting her face. | think | 
see a hand raised in recognition, and then the figure and 
candle move away, leaving the window empty. 

| move quickly back into the shadows...had she seen me or 
no’? It could hae just been a trick o’ the light. | wait for what 
seems an eternity, | decided to leave when the grand 
entrance door to the castle slowly opens, and a slight figure 
Slips out. 


“Leonora!” 


| whisper her name into the night, and she quickly runs 
across the cobbled courtyard to where | am standing. 
“Angus?” 

| hae ne’er seen such a picture o’ beauty in ma’ entire life. 
The lass stands bathed in moonlight, her dark, long hair 
tumbling in soft curls around her shoulders and down her 
back. She is wearing nothing more than a nightdress, 
covered o’er wi’ a flimsy dressing gown, the dark form o’ her 
slender body silhouetted in the moonlight. Tis a rare sight 
for any man on a cold night. 


“Come here, lass before ye freeze.” 


She seems wary, suddenly afraid, and approaches me 
carefully, but keeping her distance. Every sense and every 
nerve in ma’ body is alive as | imagine her soft, unfettered 
flesh moulding gently into mine. | hae ne’er wanted a 
woman so much in ma’ entire life. | see her shiver slightly, 
and | am no’ sure whether tis wi’ cold or wi’ passion, or 
perhaps e’en fear. Ma’ cock is rock hard and throbbing in ma 
breeches, but I try to be as gentle as | can, for fear o’ scaring 
the lass. 

“Angus, what are ye doing here, at this time o’ night. | saw 
ye by the road today, what is happening?” 


Before she can say another word, | reach out and pull the 
lass roughly into ma’ arms and cover her lips wi’ ma’ own. | 
hae wanted to kiss that sweet mouth since the first time | 
laid eyes on her, and | can wait no longer. She tastes 
delicious, her lips soft and full... | could taste her sweetness 
all night long. 

When I stop, | see that her eyes are closed, her breath 
coming in short gasps. As she opens her eyes, | see the 
desire waiting for me as she takes in quick, deep breaths. 
Whack -the palm o’ her hand slaps me hard across ma’ face, 
and for a moment, | am stunned. 


“What was that for lass?” 

Her dark eyes are ablaze wi’ fury, her cheeks a bright red. 
“How dare ye, sir, kissing me as though | was a common 
whore.” 

| try to hide ma’ laughter, realising that this girl has ne’er 
been kissed before. 

“A whore would be wearing more clothes than ye lassie.” 

As if suddenly aware o’ her appearance, her arms reach and 
pull the dressing gown more tightly around her. 


r 


“If ye didnae want me to kiss ye, then why did ye come 
down to see me at such an hour? It was almost as if ye were 
looking out for me, lass.” 


| see a flush start to spread down her neck... so she was 
watching for me... | am starting to enjoy this. 

“You should go home, sir, ye are drunk, and if ma’ father 
finds ye here at this time o’ night, he will hae ye locked up. 
What are ye doing here?” 


“| promised ye that we would meet again, and | am no’ 
drunk...just a little whisky to keep out the cold.” 


“But ye were drunk on the road, the carriage nearly ran ye 
over, l...” 


| see that the poor lass is almost in tears, and suddenly | see 
myself as she must see me. This is no way to treat a lady and 
one | feel so passionate about. Fearing that she might return 
indoors, | hang ma’ head in shame. 


“lam sorry, lass, truly sorry. |am no’ fit for polite society, | 
hae lived for too long amongst common folk. | am a lost soul, 
a lost cause | am afraid. Will ye forgive me so that we might 
start again?” 

| make the gesture of a long, low bow, and the lass laughs. 


“Come, tis too dangerous out here, we can talk in the 
stables, where it will be warmer.” 

Leonora leads me quickly to the stables where tis warm with 
the sweet smell o’ straw and horses. A white mare snorts in 
greeting as we make our way to the back o’ the stable and 
sit amongst the hay bales. 

“This is ‘Beauty’ ma’ horse. | hae had her since | was ten 
years old. Come say hello Beauty.” 

| hold out ma’ hand towards the gentle creature as it nuzzles 
me softly. 

“She is a grand creature lass, just like her owner.” 


The lass blushes again, and | can see that she tries to 
change the subject. 


“Where are ye staying? At the Inn?” 


| decide to tell a white lie, it might no’ sound right to 
mention the buxom barmaid in ma’ room. 


“Aye, but | couldnae sleep and wanted to see where ye 
lived.” 


The lass shivers, and | hold out ma’ arms. 


“Come here before ye freeze to death lass, | promise | willnae 
kiss ye, no’ unless ye want me to o’ course, but let me at 
least keep ye warm.” 


Reluctantly, she sits beside me, her body tense. 


“Ye have nothing to fear from me, lass, | promise. | was 
foolish to kiss ye out there, but ye can hardly blame me for 
that, |am only flesh and blood lass. Now come here, all | 
want to do is keep ye warm.” 


Tis partly true, and I reach out ma’ hands and pull her into 

me, this time trying to be much gentler than before. 

| hold her as carefully as | can, breathing her in...that same 
smell o’ summer. Her slim body moulds against mine, and | 
can feel all o’ her soft curves through her thin nightclothes, 
her small round breasts hard against ma’ chest, the outline 
o’ her pert, hard nipples. 


There is no disguising the hardness o’ ma’ cock pushing 
towards her, and as she feels it against her, she quickly pulls 
away. 

“Ye hae nothing to fear lass, | promise that | willnae hurt ye. 
Although I am burstin’ for ye, | will no’ harm ye.” 

| hold out ma’ arms again, and she comes forward, like a 
trusting lamb, and | hold her tightly against me, her heart 
beating like a wild thing. 

“I’m no’ in the habit o’ this Leonora. | hae lived a lonely life 
until now. | hae no’ been a monk, but | hae ne’er seen a lass 


like ye before now. Ye hae to believe me. It seems hard to 
believe that a man o’ my age has no’ felt like this before, but 
tis true. The moment | set ma’ eyes upon ye, | knew from 
that moment that | had to hae ye. Since then, | hae thought 
o’ all the reasons why we canna be together, but ma’ heart 
has overruled ma’ head, and that is why | am here. | hae no 
plan and at the moment | dinna hae much to offer a lass 
such as yerself. | am a fighter, a gambler, and a drinker, but | 
can change all that, and | will gladly gi’e up ma’ life for ye. 
All | ken is that ye hae cast a spell o’er me, and there is 
nothing | can do about it.” 


| look at the girl, | hae laid bare ma’ heart and ne’er in ma’ 
life hae I felt more exposed. | look straight into her wide 
brown eyes, and this time she holds ma’ gaze. 


“Ye may kiss me again, Angus Ross.” 


CHAPTER 6 


Leonora 


| feel like | will faint when he kisses me. | hae ne’er felt 
anything like it in ma’ whole life. Ma’ heart is racing so 
quickly that | fear it will stop. He places his coat down 
amongst the clean straw, and | lay in his strong arms...| hae 
ne’er been so happy, although | must admit to feeling a little 
afraid. | can feel his thick manhood pushing against me as 
he holds me tight, and although | can tell that he is trying to 
be gentle, | feel his passion rise, and | dinna think | could 
stop him... | dinna think | would want to stop him. The ache 
between ma’ legs has grown, and | seem to tingle all o’er in 
excitement. | wonder if this is how Anthea felt today, down 
by the riverside with her beau? Angus may be a beast o’ a 
man, but he has a gentle heart. | can feel his passion for me, 
his kisses take ma’ breath away. When | feel his hand move 
o’er ma’ breast it makes me squirm in delight, although it 
canna be proper for a Lady, and suddenly | feel out o’ control 
and push against his strong arms. 

“Ye are a canny feisty lass.” 


Angus has a look on his face that | have ne’er seen before. 
His blue eyes are almost slits, and his breathing heavy 


“Dinna fret yerself lass. Tis true that | want to hae ye, 
Leonora, what man would no’? | hae no’ felt like this for a 
long time, lass.” His piercing blue eyes are blazing wi’ 
passion, and | feel ma’ face blush in his gaze. 

“| willnae harm ye, though tis torture fo me, | promise to 
behave like a gentleman, even if tis the first time in ma’ life 
e'er to do so. Now, tell me a little about yerself to keep ma’ 
mind off other things.” 


He laughs, and it breaks the tension, and | laugh too. 
“Och, there is little to tell.” 


“Ye must tell me lass, or | canna be held responsible for ma’ 
actions.” 


| see the mirth in his eyes...| can ne'er imagine feeling like 
this wi’ Andrew. 


“Well, | like riding out in the hills on ma’ white mare, Beauty. 
Tis the only time that | feel really free, the wind upon ma’ 
face, galloping through the heather. | canna really explain 
how | feel, tis a feeling o’ sorrow but o’ great joy at the same 
time if that makes any sense?” 


For a moment, he gazes at me steadily. “Aye lass, | ken 
exactly what ye mean. There are times myself when | hae 
stood on the moors, amid the Highlands wild beauty, and 
ma’ heart has filled wi’ a great longing as if that vast, empty 
space is somehow inside me...” 

“Aye, that is exactly it. Ye have the heart o’ a poet, Mr Ross.” 
For aman so strong and virile, a gentleness covers his eyes 
fora moment, almost as if | am seeing his soul. 

“Nay lass, | am a rough, uncultured man. I ken nothing o’ 
poetry or books.” 

“Then | will teach ye, Mr Ross, ye hae heard o’ Mr William 
Shakespeare?” 

“Aye, that Sassenach, aye | hae heard somat’ o’ him.” 

“Then ye are no’ too much o’ a heathen then Sir.” 


He laughs. “We travelled once wi’ a troop o’ performers in 
the fair, and one old lad would recite William Shakespeare in 
his cups each night by the side o’ the fire. | always 
remember how he would end wi’ a flourish, by falling o’er 
into a drunken heap and tis the only bit o’ poetry | hae ever 
learned by heart.” 


“Tell me the poem?” 


Angus looks down at me in puzzlement, almost in 
embarrassment. 


“| dinna ken if | can remember it now, lass.” 
“For another kiss?” 


| see his eyes crinkle in laughter “Why tis cheaper to go to 
the whore house lass. Tis like singing for ma’ supper. Well, if 
another kiss is at stake, | hae better make a good job o’ it.” 


Releasing me, he gets to his feet, before presenting me with 
a small bow. 


“Last scene o’ all, that ends this strange eventful history, is 
second childishness and mere oblivion, Sans eyes, sans 
teeth, sans taste, sans everything.” 


At the end, Angus dramatically falls backwards into the hay, 
much to ma’ delight. 


“Well done, sir, no’ only are ye a poet but an accomplished 
actor too.” 


“| dinna ken about that lass, but now I want that kiss!” 


He pushes me back onto the straw, and | can feel his hot 
breath upon ma’ neck, his strong arms pinning me down, 
and | am half afraid, half excited by the force o’ his body 
upon mine. His lips, at first gentle, crush down upon mine, 
almost bruising me with his desire. His manhood | felt 
before, seems to grow inside o’ his breeches and a’ wonder 
at its length, its hardness as he grinds his hips slowly into 
me. 


“Ma’ god Leonora, | hae ne’er wanted a lass so much, | could 
take ye now lass.” 


| feel a hand start to move down ma’ body and find the hem 
0’ ma’ nightdress, his thick fingers begin to work up the 
inside o’ ma legs. As | feel his touch approach ma’ inner 
thigh, | suddenly panic and try to close ma’ thighs against 
the force o’ his fingers. 


“What is it, lass?” He is breathing heavily as he pulls slightly 
away from me and fixes me with a deep stare. 


“L... Lam afraid... | hae ne’er...” 


| see that it takes him a moment to understand before his 
lips turn into a wide grin. 


“Forgive me, lass, | am going too fast for ye. Dinna worry, | 
wouldnae take a thing as precious as yer maidenhead 
amongst the straw like a common animal. Ye shall hae only 
the best, Leonora. When | make ye mine, it will be ina 
proper bed lass, wi’ fine sheets and linens, just ye wait. But 
until then, this will hae to do,” and rolling me back onto the 
hay, he starts to kiss me all over again. 


We lay together so snugly, and | fit so comfortably in his 
arms that wi’ out realising it, | fall to sleep in his embrace 
and wake to the feel 0’ his lips on mine. 

“Wake Leonora, the bell in the tower has just chimed five. 
The sun will be rising soon, and ye had better go back to yer 
bed before we are found out.” 

| wake quickly. The stable-hands will arrive with the dawn, 
and | canna be caught here with Angus, it would ruin any 
chance we hae oO’ seeing each other again. 

We kiss once again, a deep and lingering kiss that makes 
ma’ toes curl... ma’ heart aches to leave. 

“What will ye do Angus, where will ye go?” 

He strokes ma’ hair soothingly. 

“Dinna worry yer pretty head about me, lass. | was hoping to 
get work here for a while. Surely there is some work for a 
strong man like me? That is if ye want to see me again.” 
“Aye, that | would, but what if father sees ye?” 

Angus laughs and holds me tight. 

“Dinna worry yerself lassie. | soent many years as a soldier, 
hiding from the enemy. | can look after myself. | will go down 


to the river and freshen myself up, then | will return and see 
what can be done. Keep a look out for me.” 


| dinna want to leave him, ma’ heart is aching already. 


“What if | ne’er see ye again Angus, | think that ma’ heart 
would break in two?” 


He laughs and kisses ma’ forehead as if | am a wee girl. 


“Ye dinna hae much faith in me do ye lass? The devil himself 
couldnae stop me from seeing ye gain. Now get back inside 
and back to bed before anyone kens that ye are missing.” 


With a final kiss, | dash back inside the castle and back up 
into ma’ room. Rushing to the window | scan the courtyard, 
but he is gone. | look out into the road, and there | see him, 
already a dark speck heading down towards the river, the 
sky already breaking behind him to the east. 


Despite his words, the sudden reality o’ what we are doing 
hits me. Angus is a fighter by trade in a travelling show. Now 
he wants to work as a stable-hand for ma’ father. What 
future can | hae wi’ a man like that, what does he really want 
from me? All I ken is that ma’ heart is beating wildly, and | 
canna wait to see him again. 


Somehow, | fall back to sleep with the image o’ Angus in ma’ 
head, and the taste o’ his lips on mine. When Anthea finally 
wakes me, the sun is already streaming through the window 
drapes, and | begin to wonder if last night was only a dream. 
Ma maid is standing o'er me, a look o’ concern on her face. 
“| hae heard all about last night, Mistress, and | thought | 
had better let ye sleep in for a while.” 

| sit up, ma’ mind immediately on Angus, and | feel myself 
blush to ma’ roots. 

“How do ye ken?” 

“Oh, Miss Leonora, ye ken how the castle gossips. Nothing 
stays a secret for long here. Cook told me this morning at 


breakfast, how Andrew McBeth asked for yer hand last night 
in the Library, and that ye refused him.” 

Relief floods through ma’ mind. 

“Oh yes, Andrew, | had quite forgotten about him.” 

Anthea looks at me in surprise. 

“Forgotten Mistress? | hear that ye were quite overcome by it 
all...” 

| sit up, feeling confused. | am no’ in the mood for questions, 
and an image o’ Andrews's sad face comes flooding back to 
me. 

“I must hae been dreaming Anthea, and ye woke me with 
such a start. Tis true, Andrew did ask for ma’ hand, but | was 
so shocked that | was quite rude to the poor boy. Och, he is a 
good friend but nothing more. | want what you hae wi’ 
Simon.” 

She smiles and pats ma’ hand. 

“Andrew McBeth is a good man, ye could do worse than 
he...” 

“Ye sound like ma’ mother,” | snap back, a little too harshly. 
“Och, I am sorry, Anthea, but I dinna love him, well, only like 
a brother. | want passion, | want true love, no’ friendship.” 
“Aye, what | hae wi’ Simon is something special... perhaps 
one day ye will meet the right man.” 

We hug, Anthea is a good friend. Suddenly she pulls away, 
plucking something from ma’ head. 

“What is this in yer hair Leonora...” 

She sits up, pulling a long piece o’ golden straw from ma’ 
curls. 

“How on earth...” 

Ma’ cheeks burn wi’ shame, | canna hide it no matter how 
hard | try. 

“Leonora, what hae ye been doing?” 


| struggle to think o’ a plausible excuse, but | canna look her 
in the eye. 

“Perhaps it blew in from the road during the carriage ride 
home yesterday? 

She looks at me, warily. 

“That canna be the case, or | would hae seen it when | 
dressed yer hair for dinner last night... It looks like straw from 
the stable to me?” 

She stands to look at me wi’ her eyebrows raised until | 
speak. 

“Och Anthea, ye must swear ne’er to tell another soul!” 

| tell her ma’ story, while she listens on in silence, and her 
mouth opens wide in wonder. 

“He is coming back to the castle this morning... he may 
already be here. Angus is going to try to get work in the 
stables, perhaps yer Simon can help?” 

She sits on the bed next to me, trying to take in ma’ words. 
“Mistress, tis a dangerous game that ye are playing. If yer 
father should find out. Ye ken nothing about this man?” 

The tears come quickly, | canna help it, but hearing the 
words spoken from ma’ ladies maids lips makes me realise 
the madness of ma’ heart. 

She hugs me tightly. 

“Och, but I think that | might love him, Anthea. | must see 
him again, what am | to do?” 

Anthea is very pragmatic. 

“Well, I’m no’ saying that I think this is a good thing, Miss, 
but first | will go down to the stables and speak wi’ Simon to 
see if he hae seen this man o’ yours. Simon will keep yer 
secret, dinna worry... but if yer father finds out, he could lose 
his job. Now, there is one more thing, did anything happen 
to ye last night?” 

| blush again, understanding her meaning. 


“Och no, Anthea. Angus is a gentleman, a real gentleman. 
We kissed, and | fell asleep in his arms, and that is all.” 


The girl sighs wi’ relief. “That is sensible miss, ye do no’ want 
to be caught wi’ a bairn like ma’ sister was. The first time 
she let a man touch her, she was wi’ child, and she ne’er saw 
him again. Ma’ father nearly threw her out o’ the house. It 
was only ma’ mother who stopped him and brought up the 
lad as her own to keep the shame o’ it away. Think about 
what yer mother would say...and yer father would surely kill 
him!” 

| had ne’er thought about the dangers. 

“But ye lay wi’ Simon?” 

Now tis Anthea turn to blush. “Aye, but that is different. We 
are engaged to be married at Christmas, and if | am wi’ 
child, then it will no’ really matter. | want at least three 
strapping laddies.” 

We laugh together. 

“Och, Anthea, | will miss ye when ye go. Whate’er shall | do 
wi’ out ye?” 

“Dinna fash lass. | shall no’ be far away. Only a mile from 
here in the croft wi’ Simon. We shall see each other often.” 


| wait eagerly for Anthea to bring me any news. | look from 
the window, and although the courtyard is full o’ men and 
horses milling about, | canna see Angus. What if he doesnae 
return, or if there is no work and he is turned away... what 
then? 

Tis a good fifteen minutes before Anthea returns, her face 
flushed, and her eyes sparkling. 


“| hae seen him!” 
Ma’ heart leaps at the news. 


“But ye didnae tell me he was old Mistress, why he must be 
yer mothers age!” 


“Aye, but he looks well, isn’t he strong and handsome 
Anthea?” 


She laughs, “Aye, he is that. And he has a charm to him, | 
will gi’e ye that. But are ye sure lass, Andrew is much nearer 
yer own age...” 

| feel the anger start wi’ in me. 


“Dinna ye be against me, ye are ma’ only hope Anthea. | 
love him, | canna help who | fall in love wi’, can I? Ye hae had 
yer choice, now let me hae mine. And do no’ mention 
Andrew, | dinna love him, and | will ne’er marry him.” 


“I only say these things because | care for ye Mistress. He is 
a fine man, and I can see why ye fell for him, tis just that ye 
hardly ken him, anything about him. Ye say that he isa 
fighter?” 

“Aye Anthea, he may look a tough man, but he has a gentle 
soul. And he must feel something for me, or he would no’ 
hae travelled all o’ this way to be near me. Surely that 
counts for something?” 


Anthea scratches her head. “I dinna ken what to say to ye 
lass, | canna see any future in it for ye, but perhaps once ye 
have it out o’ yer system. Just don’t be foolish, ye promise 
me... 2?” 


“Aye, Anthea, | promise, but what news, tell me!” 

“Well, | managed to speak wi’ Simon just before yer man 
appeared, and he will find him work. He will make sure that 
he is kept out o’ sight of yer father, though.” 

“Och Anthea, ye are the best friend | could e’er hae.” 

| hug her before rushing to the window. As the men come 
and go, | spot a head with light blonde hair. Tis Angus and 
ma’ heart sings. The man | love is near, and that is all that 
matters to me. Now I must think of how I will see him again. 
| dress quickly, now suddenly full o’ life. Anthea promises to 
take a note to the stables later today, and with a happy 


heart, | skip down to breakfast. Mother is amazed to see the 
gleam in ma’ eye and the bloom in ma’ cheek. 


“My ye are looking well this morning, Leonora. Sleep has 
done ye the world o’ good.” 


| canna help but smile, and | feel closer to ma’ mother than 
e’er before. 


“Aye mother, | think | must hae been a little o’er wrought last 
night, the journey must hae tired me, but | feel much better 
this morning.” 


“Ye were a little unfair wi’ Andrew, he was most upset when 
he left last night.” 


Ma’ brother glares at me o’er the table, but he is silenced by 
ma’ mother. 


“That was just a little misunderstanding, Douglas. Leonora 
was tired, that is all. | hae told Andrew that Leonora will 
think on his proposal, isn’t that right, ma’ dear?” 


| smile pleasantly. Even thoughts o’ Andrew McBeth’s 
proposal canna darken ma’ mood. 


“Perhaps we will invite him later in the week, and then he 
and Leonora can speak some more on the matter, what do 
ye say ma’ dear?” 

| nod, no’ wanting to change the harmony o’ ma’ mood. A 
few days will gi’e me enough time to find the right words for 
Andrew, and set ma’ plans in place to see Angus again. 


CHAPTER 7 


Angus 


| canna believe ma’ luck finding work straight away in the 
stables. | see the head groom, a young man named Simon, 
who fortunately does nae ask too many questions, and 
agrees to take me on for a few weeks helping out in the 
stables. He also agrees to let me sleep up in the hayloft, at 
least it should be warm and dry. | love horses, had ma’ own 
as alad, and used to ride out daily wi’ the horses from the 
fair. The poor, old things were more used to pulling the 
heavy carts o’ the attractions but loved their daily ride out 
across the fields. Perhaps | will get to ride out wi’ Leonora 
one day? 

A young lass, Anthea, | think her name is, brings me some 
bread and cheese and a mug o’ ale for ma’ breakfast. | am 
surprised by their kindness, and when the lass gi’es me a 
knowing look, | wonder if Leonora has anything to do wi’ it. 


About an hour later, when | am brushing down one o’ the 
horses, the same lass hurries into the stable, and wi’ out a 
word, hands me a slip o’ paper. Tis a note from Leonora. 


The paper is o’ finest velum, and the writing bold and 
beautiful, just like the lass herself. 

Angus, 

| have asked my Ladies Maid, Anthea, to bring ye this note. 
She has told me that ye have been given work in the 
stables, but at all cost ye mustn't let my father see you. | 
will try and slip out tonight If | can, but | must wait until 
everyone is asleep. Look out for me when the clock strikes 
2, it should be safe then. | do no’ know how I will manage, 
knowing ye are so close. Keep safe, my love. Until tonight. 


Look up at ma’ window when ye hae read this, | will be 
watching. 


Yours, 

Lx 

| reread the letter, quite forgetting that the young lass is 
waiting. 

“Do ye hae any message for ma’ mistress?” 


The girl is watching me warily, and | can tell that she 
disapproves. 


“Dinna worry lass, | willnae hurt yer mistress. Tis the last 
thing | want to do. Tell her that | will wait for her tonight.” 


As she turns to leave, | grab her hand. 
“Thank ye lass, | am grateful for all o’ yer help.” 
She doesnae smile back. 


“lam doing this for Leonora, and not ye. | canna see that 
this will end well, but the lass will no’ listen. She is head o’er 
heels in love wi’ ye, and will no’ listen to reason. For god’s 
sake, keep out o’ the way o’ her father and brother, for they 
will recognise ye at once. | canna say what will happen if 
they find out what is going on.” 


She pulls a cloth cap out o’ her apron and hands it to me. 


“Here, wear this. Yer light hair is too noticeable, and it will 
help to conceal yer face.” 


Anthea leaves, and I canna help but smile, despite her 
words. She is a brave lass and a true friend to Leonora, and | 
hope that she will grow to like me too. 


| think o’ holding Leonora in ma’ arms tonight. Perhaps she 
will allow me to taste the pleasure between her legs. The 
thought causes ma’ cock to stiffen. There are many hours 
between now and the appointed time, and | wonder how | 
will manage until then. 


| step out o’ the stable quickly and look up to the west tower 
where | see her pale face against the window. 


Until tonight, ma’ love. 


| work hard all day. | hear the Laird speaking in the 
courtyard, and I take care to keep well hidden, grateful for 
the cap. 

Ma’ passion grows wi’ the hours until | am fair burstin’ for 
the lass, and as soon as darkness falls, | count the chimes o’ 
the bell every hour until they finally ring out two, loud and 
clear across the clear night air. 


Stepping out into the courtyard, | look up at the tower to see 
the faint glow o’ a candle appear in her window, the pale 
face looking down at me before she moves away. | step back 
inside the stables and wait. 


The clock chimes a quarter past and then half past the hour, 
and still, she doesnae appear. Ma’ heart sinks, something 
must hae happened, and | wait until | hear the bells chime 3. 
She is no’ coming. 
| hae been lusting for the lass all day, and ma’ cock canna 
wait. Back in the stables | pull out ma’ rod, hard and 
throbbing in ma’ hand. | imagine the smoothness o’ her skin, 
her firm young breasts in ma’ hands. Tis no’ long before | am 
scattering ma’ seed amongst the hay. 
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| sleep fitfully that night, dreams o’ Leonora filling ma’ head. 
Tis agony no’ to hold her. If | held out ma’ hand | could 
almost touch her, and yet she might as well be a hundred 
miles away. | am helpless, there is nothing | can do but wait. 
| am sure that she will send word to me in the morning. 


Anthea visits me as soon as tis light, and before any o’ the 
other men are about to see her. There is no note this time, 
just the lass. 

“Leonora was coming to see ye last night, but her father 
caught her tip-toeing down the stairs. He had fallen asleep 
by the fire in the Library and was just on his way to bed. She 
made an excuse that she was visiting the kitchen for a drink 


o’ milk. She thinks he believed her, but now she dare no’ 
come out at night, tis too dangerous.” 


Ma’ heart sinks at the news. 
“How Shall | see her...?” 


The lass smiles... perhaps she is beginning to warm to mea 
little? 

“We hae thought o’ that. There is a little place down by the 
riverside, just beyond the bridge. Ye can meet her there. Tis 
a concealed spot, and no one can see either from the road or 
the castle. But it canna be today, the dressmaker is coming, 
and she must stay at the castle. But tomorrow, we will both 
go walking at noon, and ye can meet her then.” 


Another full day wi’ out seeing ma’ love. Tis almost too much 
to bear, but the promise o’ lying wi’ her by the river gi’es me 
cheer. 

“Aye, that is a good plan. | will see ye by the bridge at noon.” 
The girl hesitates before leaving. 

“Ye will be careful, won’t ye?” 

It takes me a moment to ken her meaning. 

“Aye lass, dinna worry on that score, | will no’ do anything 
that will compromise her position.” 

She smiles rather ruefully. 

“Tis too late for that, sir, ye already hae!” 

I am no’ a praying man, but all night | pray for the weather 
to keep fine. The night is cloudy, and as the sun rises the 
next morning, the clouds start to gather. Howe’er, somehow 
the gods must be on our side, for by 11, the clouds hae 
dispersed and the sky is as blue as the ocean. 

| finish ma’ mornings work quickly, and as the bells chime 
the half hour, | make ma’ way down to the bridge, sticking to 
the fields so that | am no’ too conspicuous. It takes me some 
time to find the spot, a discreet shelter in a small thicket by 


the side o’ the bridge. | wait patiently until | hear the voices 
o’ the two lasses. 

“| will come back in an hour, Leonora... otherwise, yer 
mother will start to wonder where we are.” 

| hear the rustle o’ the girl’s skirts moving through the long 
grass before | shout out her name. 

“Leonora!” 

She appears like a wood nymph through the trees and 
rushes to ma’ side. 

“Och, Angus, it has been such a long time.” 

| devour her lips... | am so hungry for her. She tastes o’ 
peaches and honey, and | want more. | hae already laid ma’ 
coat onto the grass in anticipation, and she sees it and 
laughs saucily. 

“Ye think | am one o’ those sorts o’ lasses, Angus Ross?” 

| take her swiftly in ma’ arms. 

“| dinna ken what type o’ lass ye are, but ye are the only lass 
for me.” 

With that, | pull her toward me and lay her onto the ground. 
The beast wi’ in me would take her now, how | ache to lie 
between her legs. 

| lay by her side and pull her close. She looks up at me, her 
eyes full o’ desire. 

“Och lass, what shall | do wi’ ye?” 

| kiss her again, slowly this time. Ma’ yearning is too great, | 
hae to taste more o’ her. | sit up, astride her legs, and she 
watches me carefully. 

| gently move ma’ hand underneath her skirts, and her eyes 
widen in panic, “Angus, ye promised?” 

“Dinna worry lass, | promised yer maid that | wouldnae go 
too far. She is a canny lass, but | wouldnae want to be on the 
wrong side o’ her. There are other things that | would like to 
show ye.” 


| feel her relax, and she laughs at the thought. 
“Aye. Anthea is the best protector around!” 


Ma’ hand creeps further up her skirts and rubs against her 
soft thighs. Her eyes are steady on mine. 

“| want to please ye, lass, | could spend ma’ life pleasing 
ye.” 

With that, | pull up her skirts and petticoats to expose her 
silk and lace undergarments. | dinna think | hae ever seen 
anything so delicate as the sight o’ the soft fabric, covering 
her intimate space. | touch the silky softness, feeling the 
springiness of her dark curls underneath. | could tear the 
material away wi’ a flick o’ ma’ wrist, but instead | work 
clumsily, pulling at the fastenings as gently as | can wi’ ma’ 
rough and thick fingers so as no’ to tear the fine material. 
Finally, the garment is loose, and | pull the silk down 
between her thighs as she sighs gently, and instinctively 
tries to cover herself wi’ her hands, but | stop her. 


“Let me look at ye Leonora, ye are beautiful lass.” 


She is indeed the most beautiful thing that | hae e’er seen. 
Her long, slender legs wi’ skin the colour o’ fine alabaster. | 
running ma’ fingers through her dark, downy thatch. | am 
the first man to gaze upon the sight, and | swear that I will 
be the only man she needs. | pull her legs gently apart, 
revealing the folds and recesses o’ her sex. Sliding a finger 
beneath the soft fuzz, | feel her sweet moistness, slick on 
ma’ fingers. She sighs heavily as | push ma’ finger deeper 
into her recess. Her flesh clenches around ma’ finger, she is 
so tight, and | almost burst ma’ breeches thinking o’ pushing 
ma’ thick cock inside o’ her. 


Leonora has her eyes closed, and her body squirms at ma’ 
touch. | lean forward and feel the silky hair between her legs 
tickle ma’ face. For a moment, | see her eyes open, and she 
looks at me in amazement, wondering what | am about to 
do. 


| lower ma’ face until | am buried deep within her musky 
softness, and | breathe her in, she smells so good, as fresh as 
a spring morning. | lick her with ma’ tongue, gentle at first, 
lapping at the folds o’ silky smooth skin. At the first touch of 
ma’ tongue, she jerks, her body rigid with pleasure as she 
tries to move away. 


“Tis, tis too much,” she whispers hoarsely, her voice thick wi’ 
lust. | smile and hold her steady, plunging ma’ tongue deep 
inside... her moistness like nectar. 

“Relax lass, and let the pleasure o’er take ye.” 


She arches her back as | find that sweet hard nub and lick it 
gently. 

“Angus...”, she gasps ma’ name, hardly able to speak as | lap 
at her, feeling the pleasure rise wi’ in her. | feel her start to 
grind against ma’ mouth, pushing down on ma’ head and 
demanding more. She pulls on ma’ hair, gripping me tightly 
as a wave o’ desire washes o'er her, and she is lost in the 
moment, magnificent, wi’ her back arched and ma’ face 
buried deep wi’ in her. | feel her juices flow as she reaches 
her climax, her body trembling against mine until she has 
ridden the feeling and is at peace once again. | hold her 
tightly in ma’ arms. | couldnae want any lass more. 


Ma’ cock is aching, but | wait, she looks so peaceful in ma’ 
arms, that | dinna want to disturb her. | feel it straining 
uncomfortably, wanting release, and | shift ma’ position. 
Leonora opens her eyes, dark pools wi’ no end. 

“Did ye enjoy that lass?” 

She smiles sheepishly, a pale pink glow spreading across her 
face. 

“Aye,” she nods shyly. 

“Tis nothing to be ashamed o’ lass, that is why the good lord 
created man and women. Now | am fair bursting myself.” 
She watches, eyes wide as | pull away slightly and pull down 
ma’ breeches. Ma’ cock springs out, erect and throbbing and 


ready. Taking her hand, | place it around the head o’ ma’ rod, 
and | almost cum, feeling her soft fingers around ma’ shaft. 
“God lass, | ache for ye...” 

| show her how to gently manipulate ma’ manhood, working 
her small hand up and down in firm strokes. | can barely stop 
myself from shooting ma’ seed all o’er her, it comes out ina 
thick, hot gush o’ pleasure. 

Finally satisfied, we lay back amongst the grass, our bodies 
entwined for a few precious moments until Anthea returns. 
Tis a perfect day, a perfect moment. The sun is high in the 
sky, the smell o’ summer in the air, the sweet scent o’ wild 
thyme on the breeze. | pick a sprig o’ purple flowering herb 
and place it in her hair. 

“Tis like ye lass, the wild and bonny flower o’ Scotland. 
Whene’er | smell it from now on, | will think of ye.” 

Suddenly | feel her sobbing into ma’ shoulder, and | turn her 
to face me. 

“Whate’er is the matter lass, | haven’t hurt ye hae I?” 

She shakes her head. 

“Och, Angus. | am so happy. Everything will turn out alright, 
won't it?” 

She looks at me with those big, brown, trusting eyes. 

“Aye lass, it will be fine. | promise ye.” 


CHAPTER 8 


Leonora 


Tis only when we are back safely in ma’ room wi’ the door 
locked that | respond to Anthea’s questions. 

“Well?” She stands in front o’ me with her hands on her hips 
and eyebrows raised, threatening no’ to move until | hae 
told all. 

| feel myself blush as | think o’ his tongue upon me. 

“Och, Anthea, | can hardly describe what he did to me. | hae 
ne’er felt anything like it in ma’ whole life. | thought | would 
explode wi’ pleasure. Is that how Simon makes ye feel?” 
She nods. 

“Aye, he does that. There is a certain spot that when he 
touches, ma’ pleasure is so intense that I think I can hardly 
bear it.” 

We giggle, comparing experiences until Anthea becomes 
serious for a moment. 

“He didnae take advantage o’ ye did he. Ye didnae let 
him...?” 

| blush and shake ma’ head. 

“Och. No, but | did hold his manhood. Oh, Anthea, | hadnae 
imagined that a man’s cock could be so big. Tell me, does it 
hurt when Simon puts his inside o’ ye?” 

“Maybe a little, at first, but dinnae worry, it does no’ last for 
long, and the pleasure soon outweighs the pain. Ye could say 
that it is a pleasurable pain.” 

That evening, ma’ heart is still singing wi’ the pleasure o’ 
the afternoon, so much so, that ma’ mother notices. 


“The fresh air hae certainly done ye some good Leonora, it 
has put the rose back into yer cheeks.” 


| stifle a smile, thinking o’ ma’ afternoon, and what ma’ 
mother would say if she could read ma’ thoughts. 


“Well, make the most o’ it, Leonora, the weather is set to 
change in a few days.” Ma’ father glances o’er to the 
barometer hanging on the wall. 


“If that is the case, then perhaps | shall take another walk 
wi’ Anthea tomorrow, enjoy the weather while | can?” | smile, 
having already arranged to meet Angus in the same spot at 
noon the following day. 


“Oh, no dear, didnae | tell ye. | hae invited Andrew o’er for 
lunch. | thought ye were looking so well that ye would be 
ready for yer chat wi’ him?” 


| try no’ to let ma’ expression gi’ me away. | can hardly make 
a fuss, and | dinna mind seeing Andrew again. | already ken 
what I hae to say to him, but it has blown away any chance 
o’ seeing Angus again tomorrow. 


Later that night, as Anthea brushes through ma’ hair before 
bed, we try and think o’ different ideas o’ how | can meet 
with Angus. Father seems to fall asleep in the Library every 
night at the moment, business on the estate, keeping him 
up until the early hours. | canna chance him seeing me 
creep out. Anthea suggests the back entrance to the castle. 
There are the servant's entrance and stairway, tis still risky, 
but possible. Tis a great plan, and | go to bed happy. Anthea 
can tell Angus o’ the change o’ plan in the morning, and | 
fall to sleep, a happy woman thinking o’ Angus wi’ a tingling 
between ma’ legs. 
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By the time | wake the next day, Anthea has already 
delivered ma’ message to Angus. 

“He didnae seem very pleased when | mention that Andrew 
McBeth was coming to visit today.” 


Ma’ heart sinks at her words. | ken Angus can be hot-headed 
at times, and | hope that he keeps out o’ sight. 


The thought continues to worry me all morning, and as soon 
as | hear the carriage arrive, | rush to the door to greet 
Andrew. As the carriage draws to a halt, | see Angus step 
from the stable and round to where the horses hae stopped. | 
ken what he is doing, and | do no’ like it. He wants to see 
what Andrew looks like. To make things worse, ma’ brother 
Douglas comes out to greet his friend. If he sees Angus, he 
will recognise him instantly, and all will be lost. As soon as 
Andrew opens the carriage door, | step forward to take his 
arm and quickly get him inside and out o’ harm's way. | can 
feel Angus watching me, and | try no’ to look at him as he 
unhitches the horses, but before we can move inside, he 
steps straight into our path, leading one o’ the horses back 
to the stables. 

“Morning mistress,” he calls cockily, eyeing Andrew warily as 
he passes by, and as quick as | can, | dash inside wi’ a rather 
surprised Andrew on ma’ arm. 

“Well, yer stable-hand seems very full o’ himself!” 

| quickly laugh off the incident and hurry Andrew through to 
the Library before he can say anymore on the subject. 
Luckily Douglas didnae see Angus and slopes off... he kens 
that he is surplus to requirements for this interview. 


Once in the library, | sit next to the fire, but Andrew paces 
the room and stands looking out o’ the window. In ma’ hurry 
to be inside before Douglas noticed Angus, | hae almost 
forgotten ma’ behaviour at our last meeting. 


“Och, do come and sit by ma’ side, Andrew.” 


He sits as meek as a lamb before me. He is just a boy when 
compared wi’ Angus. 


“We are still friends, you and |?” 
He looks at his hands and then back at me. 
“Aye Leonora.” 


“Ye do no’ hate me after what | said to ye?” 


“Nay lass, | could ne’er hate ye. Och, Leonora, | do love ye 
so.” 


Standing up, he reaches for ma’ hand. 


“Yer mother said that ye needed time to think. That ye were 
just overwrought from the journey. Och, Leonora, | will ask ye 
gain, will ye be mine, will ye marry me?” 

Ma’ heart sinks. | had hoped to explain, rather than gi’e him 
more hope. 


“I canna marry ye Andrew, | do no’ love ye.” Tis blunt, but tis 
the truth. 


He kneels before me, now holding both ma’ hands. 


“But we are good friends, are we no’, surely that is better 
than no love at all. Perhaps ye will come to love me as I hae 
come to love ye?” 


| shake ma’ head, and he looks at me curiously. “Do ye love 
another, is that the reason, Leonora?” 

| blush immediately, the truth clear wi’ out me saying a 
word. 


| expect him to break down at ma’ wordless confession, but 
instead, he breaks out into a smile. 


“Tis no’ that rough travelling man that Douglas has told me 
about? He said that some old boxing bloke had made ye 
blush in Inverness, is that it? 


How dare Douglas discuss me in such a way! | feel ma’ anger 
start to rise and stand immediately, releasing ma’ hands 
from Andrew’s grasp. Tis now ma’ turn to pace the room. 


“That is absurd, how dare ye say such a thing...” But | must 
‘protest too much, for Andrew merely smiles. 


“Och, Leonora, if that is all that is in ma’ way, then | still hae 
hope. Ye are young and hae easily been impressed by such a 
man. He probably has a lass in every place the carnival 
visits. Tis just a phase, and ye will soon be o’er him. Just 


think on it ma’ love, ye will ne’er e’en see him again. Ye ken 
it is hopeless. Soon he will be forgotten, and then | am sure 
that ye will see sense. Dinna be angry wi’ me. Ye just wait, 
this time next year, we shall be married, and ye will laugh at 
this. Now I will leave ye, and go and find Douglas, | hae been 
neglecting yer brother o’ late. | will see ye at lunch.” 


He steps o’er to me and takes ma’ hand and kisses it lightly 
wi’ his thin lips. | almost shudder at his touch, but | am in so 
much shock that | dinna speak further. With a small bow, he 
leaves me alone. 


How could this happen? | had planned everything | was 
going to say, but now Andrew has more hope than before. 
Tis all Douglas’s fault. | put ma’ head in ma’ hands, but | 
canna weep. | will kill Douglas... how dare he discuss me in 
such a way wi’ Andrew. | wonder if he hae said the same 
thing to ma’ mother and father. | will ne’er trust him again. 
Tis no’ just the fact that Andrew still has hope that pains me. 
His words hae now put doubt into ma’ mind. Although | love 
Angus, | barely ken the man. Tis true that he is much older 
and must hae had many women in his time. What if he does 
hae a lass in every place? | hae heard that a man likes to 
chase a lass and that when he finally has her, he discards 
her. Well, that is the way according to some o’ the novels 
that | hae read. Anthea’s sister is the living proof, left alone 
wi’ a bairn. It causes ma’ heart to ache. Is this just a game 
that Angus is playing wi’ me? Once | hae gi’en myself to 
him, would he leave? He has ne’er e’en said that he loves 
me. The doubts start to crowd ma’ heart. There is only one 
sure way to find out. 


Mother calls me for lunch, and as | enter the Great Hall, all 
eyes are upon me. Andrew has obviously told ma’ mother 
and brother what has transpired. Ma’ mother smiles at me, 
her eyes sympathetic as if to say, ye poor darling, | am right 
after all. Usually, | would make a scene, but ma’ mind is too 
full of other things to care. Instead, | smile and act like 


nothing hae happened, and let them all think that | am 
coming around to the idea 0’ marrying the lad. Thank 
goodness ma’ father is out on the estate, unlike ma’ mother 
he can usually see right through me. 


As soon as lunch is o'er, | make ma’ excuses that | hae a 
headache and retire to ma’ room. | canna wait to speak wi’ 
Anthea and tell her all about ma’ plan. 

KKK KK 


Ma’ maid is no’ happy when | tell her ma’ idea. 

“But tis the only way | will ken for sure, Anthea. If I gi’e 
myself to him and he stays, then he truly loves me.” 

“And if no’...” Anthea raises a cynical eyebrow at me. 
“Then, | shall ken that | was just another lass to him after 
all.” 

“And left wi’ a bairn?” 

Anthea is too practical! | stamp ma’ foot in annoyance. 
“Surely, that is no’ always the case?” | ken little about such 
things, but it seems so unfair. 

“| dinna ken, all | know is that it happened to ma’ sister. Tis 
to big a risk to take mistress, and what would ye do then?” 
“Och, Anthea, if Angus dinna love me then | would kill 
myself.” 

She laughs. “Leonora, this is no’ the pages o’ a novel... this is 
real life. Think about what ye are saying, what ye are 
doing?” 

| understand her words, but ma’ heart is stronger than ma’ 
head. 

“Oh Anthea, | need to ken if he loves me, if he truly loves 
me, just as Simon loves ye. Will ye take him ma’ message 
and tell him to come to me at midnight? Will ye unlock the 
kitchen door and bring him to me via the back staircase? | 
canna do it wi’ out ye?” 


She studies ma’ face for a while, her bright blue eyes 

looking into mine. 

“I ken that | am asking a lot o’ ye Anthea, and I ken ma’ plan 

has its risks, but ye are ma’ only hope o’ happiness?” 

Finally, she agrees, and | hold her tightly. 

“| shall ne’er forgive myself mistress if anything should 

happen to ye.” 

| kiss her tenderly on the forehead. 

“| will be fine Anthea, everything will be alright, | ken it will.” 
KKK KK 


| stay in ma’ room for the rest o’ the day. | hear the carriage 
arrive to take Andrew home, and | am relieved that he is 
gone. After a short while, there is a knocking at ma’ door. 


“Leonora, may | come in?” 


Tis ma’ brother Douglas. | dinna want to see him, but he 
opens the door before | hae time to lock it, and he steps 
sheepishly into the room. 


“Andrew has just left.” 


| dinna speak for a moment, collecting ma’ thoughts before 
turning to him. 

“How dare ye tell Andrew ma’ business!” | throw one o’ the 
pillow from ma’ bed at him. 

“Ye canna still be pining after that no-good man from 
Inverness, Leonora?” 

| dinna answer but bury ma’ face into the pillows. | feel him 
sit on the bed beside me, and he touches ma’ hair lightly. 
“Tis just a phase, Leonora. The man flattered ye, that is all. 
He is no’ the type o’ man for ye sister, and besides, he is too 
old for ye.” 

| snap quickly back. “So, who is the type for me, brother? 
Andrew no doubt?” 


“Andrew is a good man, ye could no’ do much better. He is 
from a good family and will love, and provide for ye. Now 
what could this vagabond do for ye?” 


“He is no’ a vagabond?” 
| hear ma’ brother sigh. 


“Do ye remember our first governess, Sarah? | thought she 
was the most beautiful woman in the world. | remember that 
| thought | was in love wi’ her, but it was just a schoolboy 
crush. | soon got o’er it, Leonora, as ye will do wi’ this man.” 


| sit up and rub ma’ eyes. 


“And how old were you Douglas, ten years old. | am a woman 
o’ eighteen, and ma’ feelings canna compare wi’ a schoolboy 
o’ ten. Tis different for ye. Ye can hae yer pick o’ eligible 
lasses. They seem to flock around ye. Tis different for a 
woman. | hae a limited choice, and am being forced into 
marriage wi’ a man I can only love as a brother.” 


He pats ma’ hand, tenderly. 


“lam sorry if | hae upset ye Leonora, | only did what I ken 
was the best for ye. Tis up to ye whether or no’ ye agree to 
marry Andrew, but as ye say, there are no’ many eligible 
men in these parts, and | am sure many a lass would be 
proud to marry such a man. Even if ye were to see this other 
man again, father would ne’er let ye marry him, tis madness, 
Leonora. Now think about it, dear sister. | only want what is 
best for ye. Now, are ye still angry wi’ me?” 


| look into ma’ brother's perfect face, his hair like bright 
copper framing his handsome features. No wonder the lasses 
love him so, and so dol. 

| take his hand and kiss him tenderly on the cheek. 

“Nay Douglas, how could anyone stay angry wi’ ye for long?” 
| understand ma’ brother’s words, but they only make me 
more determined wi’ ma’ plan. Now all | hae to do is wait for 
midnight. 


CHAPTER 9 


Angus 


| am surprised when I see Anthea beckoning to me again 
from the stable doorway. | hae just been thinking about 
Leonora, dreaming about her silky thighs as | brush out the 
stables. | canna wait to see her tonight and lay wi’ her in the 
hay loft. 

When she told me that Andrew McBeth was arriving for 
lunch earlier this morning, | had been so jealous o’ the lad 
and e’en more annoyed that he would prevent me from 
meeting ma’ love at noon. But now that | hae seen that he is 
nothing more than a pale looking youth, | canna be jealous. | 
must say that it pained me to see Leonora link her arm wi’ 
his, and pass me as if she dinna ken who | was, but | expect 
there was nothing she could do about it. Still, the young 
man seems persistent, and when | seen him in his fine 
clothes and wi’ his polished ways, | canna help but compare 
ma’ situation wi’ his. | hae nothing to offer the girl, and he 
has everything. | am still brooding on the fact when the 
young lass calls out ma’ name. 


“Angus, | hae another message for ye.” 

She moves quickly to ma’ side. 

“Leonora wants ye to go to her room tonight!” 

| canna quite comprehend what the lass is saying at first. 


“Instead o’ her coming here, she wants me to take ye to her 
room at midnight. | will wait for ye by the kitchen doorway 
and take ye to her.” 


| am shocked but in a good way. | scratch ma’ head. 
“Why the change o’ plan?” 


Anthea arches one o’ her eyebrows. 

“Ye will hae to ask her that, now do ye agree?” 

| nod readily. 

“Aye, | will be there at midnight, ye sure it will be safe?” 


“If we are quiet, then all should be well, all o’ the kitchen 
staff will hae long gone, and the place will be quiet.” 


| nod. 
She is about to leave when she turns back. 


“Ye will be careful wi’ the lass? If anythin’ should happen, | 
would blame myself for being involved in such a thing. | 
dinna approve o’ this, but ma’ mistress insisted. And | would 
do anythin’ to make her happy. Ye will no’ let the lass 
down?” 


“| promise, on ma’ life.” 
The lass nods and smiles. 
“Good, now | must go before anyone sees me.” 


The girl leaves, and | am left to wonder. Leonora wants me in 
her bed, it can only mean one thing. But despite her maid’s 
assurance, tis still a risky business. If | am caught, it will be 
the end o’ things for us. | could be locked up, and | dinna 
ken it would be good for Leonora either. 


The afternoon drags on. It seems a long time to wait until 
midnight, and all | can think o’ is her silky thighs and the 
delights that lay between. Every now and then, I sneak out 
to steal a glimpse o’ the west tower, but she is no’ at the 
window. | will hae to wait until midnight. 

KKK KK 


As the bells finally chime twelve, | step quietly around the 
walls o’ the castle towards the kitchen door. All is quiet, and 
| hear the hoot o’ an owl in the nearby forest. Ma’ heart is 
beating fast at the thought 0’ seeing ma’ love again, ma’ 
cock twitching at the thought o’ finally making her mine. 


For a moment, | am anxious, Anthea is nowhere in sight, and 
the door is locked. Perhaps the girl has changed her mind. | 
couldnae bear not to see her after all o’ this wait and 
anticipation. Eventually, | see the flicker o’ a candle through 
the small pantry window and hear the bolt drawn across the 
door, the key turned in the lock. 


The girl holds a finger to her lips and beckons me to follow 
her. We creep through the kitchen and up the servant’s 
stairs that serve every floor o’ the castle. 


As we reach a door at the top o’ the stairs, the lass turns to 
me and whispers. 


“Through here is the corridor that leads to Leonora’s 
bedroom. We must take care as we pass her brother's room. 
Be as quiet as ye can!” 


The door opens wi’ a slight squeak, and we pause, 
breathless on the landing. All is quiet except the loud 
ticking o’ the clock on the wall. We tiptoe along, the old 
floorboards stretching and creaking beneath our feet, 
howe’er gently we tread. | am relieved when we finally reach 
a door, and Anthea stops. 

“Here is her room, now go inside quickly and make sure ye 
lock the door behind ye. Ye will no’ be disturbed until 
morning. Make sure ye are long gone when the clock strikes 
five, before the kitchen staff are up, and go back the way ye 
came.” 

| nod. 

“And be careful wi’ the lass!” 

| nod again, understanding her meaning. 

“| promise.” 

The room is lit by a generous fire in the hearth, and several 
candles dance prettily against the walls. Leonora is sitting 
on the bed, waiting for me, and as soon as | enter the room, 
she rushes into ma’ arms. 


“Och, Angus, | hae been waiting for such a long time. | 
thought ye might ne’er come, or that someone would see ye. 
Oh, | hae been so worried.” 

| hold her tightly in ma’ arms. 

“There, there, | am here now, lass. Tis only just gone 
midnight. | promised that | would come, and | am here.” 
She trembles slightly in ma’ arms, and when | look closely, | 
see that her beautiful face is pale and drawn. 

“Whate’er is the matter lass, what has happened?” 

| sit on the bed and hold her hands. 

“Och, Angus, it has been such a peculiar day, and | hae 
longed to see ye. What wi’ Andrew McBeth...” 

| canna help but flinch at the sound o’ the lad's name, “Has 
he upset ye, lass?” 

“Nay, but he now has more hope in marrying me than 
before, he said that ye probably hae a woman in every 
place.” 

| laugh and kiss her gently. 

“And who do ye believe, me or that silly young laddie?” 

| make her laugh, and tis good to see her smile again. 

“But I ken so little aboot ye, Angus...” 

“And yet ye still want me?” 

“Aye, | do that.” 

“Well, what can I tell ye about myself. | left home when | was 
about yer age and joined the army, the Jacobite’s, to fight 
for the Scottish king. | fought at Falkirk Muir, but when we 
were finally defeated at Culloden, | made ma’ way home. 
The croft was deserted, ma’ mother dead, and ma’ brothers 
gone off to seek their fortune. All | ken was fighting. | took 
off for Inverness, got into a fight and that is how | found 
myself working for Charles Menzies in the fair. | used ma’ 
strength and fighting skills to become a champion bare 
knuckle fighter, and | must say that | hae had more than ma’ 


fair share o’ drinking and gambling. | sought comfort in 
women when | needed to, but | ne’er fell in love. | thought 
that | would ne’er want someone so badly until | saw ye. Was 
it only over a week ago that | saw ye, lass? | feel as if | hae 
ken ye a lifetime, and | promise ye that | will ne’er let ye 
down.” 


Ma’ words seem to soothe her, and | gather her in ma’ arms 
and kiss her gently on those red lips. 


“Now lass, why did ye want me to come to yer bedchamber, 
instead o’ ye coming to me?” 


Her eyes are like liquid pools, her desire clear... she doesnae 
need to speak. 


“Are ye sure, lass?” 
She nods. 


“| want ye so badly Leonora, ma’ cock is as straight as a corn 
stalk thinking about ye. Yesterday | could hardly control 
myself, lying wi’ ye in the long grass. Once | hae laid wi’ ye 
fully, then ye will be mine forever. Do ye understand? | 
couldnae bear for another man to touch ye...| think | should 
kill him. Are ye sure this is what ye want lass? | dinna want 
to rush ye?” 

Leonora answers me with a smile, showing me her pearly 
white teeth. 

“| must confess, | canna resist ye anymore, lass.” 

There is no hurry, we hae all night, and | pull up her white 
cotton night dress o’er her head and lay her on the bed to 
gaze upon her. 

“Ma’ god Leonora, ye are the most beautiful and perfect 
thing that | hae e’er seen. And to think that ye are all mine.” 
Ma’ eyes are hungry for her, taking her in. Her delicate 
throat, the gentle slope o’ her shoulders, her firm round 
breasts, and slender waist. The thatch o’ soft brown curls 


between her slim legs. She is food enough for a starving 
man. 

Although ma’ cock is throbbing hard to be inside her, | take 
things slowly. | want to cover that perfect body o’ hers wi’ 
kisses. | start w’i her mouth, moving down her neck to the 
base o’ her white throat. Next, her breasts. | feel her tense 
beneath me as | suck for the first time upon her nipples, as 
brown and as hard as berries. 

“Och Angus, that feels so good.” 

| could spend a lifetime at her breasts, but | move down and 
kiss her soft belly and then down between her legs. | want to 
taste her, but no’ yet. She partly opens her legs in 
anticipation, but | laugh and plant a kiss on her soft curls 
before kissing the inside o’ her thighs, all the way down to 
her toes. 

“There lass, | hae kissed every inch 0’ ye.” 

Ma’ cock is aching to be released, and | pull down ma’ 
breeches and let it spring forth. | hae ne’er been so hard, a 
glistening drop o’ ma seed already pushing forth. | pull ma 
shirt o'er ma’ head, and when | am as naked as she is, | join 
her back on the bed, straddling her waist, ma’ cock standing 
proud in front o’ her. 


| hold ma’ throbbing member towards her. 
“Will ye no’ gi’e me a little kiss, lass?” 


Her eyes widen as she understands ma’ meaning, but she 
sits up eagerly, wanting to please me. Holding me gently in 
both hands, she places her lips hesitantly around ma’ rod. 


“Ma’ God, Leonora!” 

She jerks away in astonishment. 
“Did | hurt ye?” 

| laugh and shake ma’ head. 

“God, no lass...it just feels to good!” 


She smiles, and this time holds me more boldly, wrapping 
her lips around the end o’ ma’ shaft. 


| hae to stop myself from shooting ma’ seed straight into her 
soft mouth. | moan out loud. 

“Shhh, Angus, before we are heard!” Her eyes sparkle up at 

me, as she uses her soft pink tongue to lick me all over. She 

is learning quickly how to please me. 


Tis difficult no’ to shout out in pleasure, | hae ne’er 
experienced anything like this wi’ another women, and | am 
in ecstasy. 

She grows confident, licking ma’ shaft and taking a little bit 
more o’ ma’ thick cock into her mouth. | resist the urge to 
thrust too deeply, letting her take charge. 

Her hands find ma’ balls, heavy wi’ ma’ seed, and she 
squeezes gently. 

“Good god Leonora, | think a’ must hae died and gone to 
heaven.” 


She laughs and places her lips around me once again. 


Ma’ pleasure soon mounts, and | pull away quickly, no’ 
wanting to waste ma’ seed, saving myself to be inside her. 


“Now, lass, perhaps there is something | can do for ye?” 


Her eyes are like a cat as she lays her head back down 
amongst the pillows, and parts he legs in anticipation. 


She tastes so sweet as | bury ma’ head in her sex, her musky 
perfume filing ma’ nose. Her bud is already swollen wi’ 
desire, and | lick it lightly, and her body reacts immediately, 
back arching, and grinding against me. She grips ma’ head 
again, pulling me down onto her as she gyrates against ma’ 
tongue. 

“Easy lass.” | pull away from her as her eyes beg me to carry 
on. 


“No’ yet, lass, | want ye to feel me inside o’ ye, | want yer 
pleasure to come at the same time as mine.” 


Ma’ breath is now coming out in short pants... | am so very 
full o’ lust for the lass. Tis taking all o’ ma’ self control no’ to 
push ma’ cock straight into her. | pull apart her legs, a little 
more roughly than before, ma’ desire is bringing out the 
beast wi’ in me. 


Holding her legs open, | kneel between them, pulling on her 
shoulders to bring her closer to me. Instinctively she raises 
her knees as | hold ma’ manhood between her legs and push 
slowly against her moist folds. | feel her warmth, her wet 
heat as it envelops me, and | canna help but push ma’ thick 
cock further inside. A brief moment o’ pain causes her to 
wince, as | feel her tight space squeeze around me. | stop, 
holding ma’ cock steady for a moment. 


“Are ye all right, lass? Am I hurting ye too much?” 


Leonora arches her back in response, and | thrust again until 
the shaft 0’ ma’ cock is buried deep wi’ in her. 


She grinds against me, squirming at the feel o’ ma’ hot cock 
inside her. 


“Dinna move lass, or | will shoot ma’ load too soon.” 


She lies still for a moment, and | lie atop o’ her, enjoying the 
feeling o’ finally being inside o’ her, taking ma’ lass, and 
making her mine. From this moment, no other man shall 
touch her. | need this lass, need her to hae ma’ bairns, to live 
wi’ me until we both should die. 


| can bare it no longer and pulling out ma’ cock, | thrust it 
deeply inside o’ her. | start slowly, but as ma’ pleasure 
mounts, | canna help but thrust hard against the lass, 
feeling ma’ hard rod as it penetrates her flesh, again and 
again, | push deeper and deeper until | am fully inside o’ her. 
I am a deep as! can go. She grips me tightly, and | feel her 
shudder as her pleasure peaks, and she moans softly wi’ 
pure joy. At the same time, a wave o’ ecstasy bursts in ma’ 
head as | shoot ma’ hot seed deep inside o’ her. | continue to 
grind against her until | am satisfied, laying panting atop o’ 


her, ma’ desire sated and slippery wi’ the sweat from both 
our bodies. 

The lasses face is flushed pink, and she smiles her cat-like 
smile. 

“Och, | hae ne’er said this before to a lass, but I love ye 
Leonora, | love ye so much. No other man shall hae ye.” 
She kisses me in response. “And | love ye too, Angus Ross, 
wi’ all o’ ma’ heart.” 

We lay still for a while, warm and at peace in each other's 
arms. Now the deed is done, and she is mine, ma’ thoughts 
start to stray to the future, and despite ma’ current 
happiness, | can feel the old familiar ache in ma’ heart. The 
lass must be thinking the same thing too. 

“What are we to do, Angus?” 

“To do?” 

“Aye, about the future. | hae been thinking o’ it all day, and 
the more | think, the more hopeless it seems. Ma’ father will 
ne’er agree to me marrying ye.” 

“Perhaps | can speak with him?” 

She shakes her head sadly. 

“He will no’ listen. He thinks the fair is full o’ rogues and 
villains. He wants me to marry a man from a good family and 
wi’ money. And besides all that, he will say that ye are too 
old for me.” 

“Perhaps he is right? Perhaps | am no’ good enough for ye, 
Leonora?” 

She kisses me gently, full on the lips. 

“How can ye say such a thing after what we hae just done. 
Are ye having second thoughts?” 

“Nay lass, but I realise how much | love ye, that is all. | only 
want the best for ye... but | confess, | canna imagine life now 
wi’ out ye.” 

“Then there is nothing for it, but we shall hae to run away!” 


| feel ma’ heart quicken. 
“Ye canna mean that lass?” 


“lam eighteen years old, and | dinna need ma’ parent’s 
consent to marry. We could be wed before we know it!” 


| sit up, not Knowing if the girl is serious. 


“But it would mean leaving all o’ this Leonora, yer life and 
comforts. All | hae to offer is life on the road, moving from 
town to town. That is no life for ye?” 


“| canna be happy here wi’ out ye, Angus. Ma’ parents are 
too controlling, and | want some freedom. | should enjoy the 
travelling life.” 


“And what if ye should hae bairns?” 


“Then perhaps we can rent a little croft. From being a little 
girl, | hae always had this picture in ma’ head o’ a little croft 
wi’ roses round the door, and a wee garden surrounded by a 
white fence. We could hae a pig and a cow and a little herd 
o’ sheep. We would be happy you and I.” 


Ma’ mind starts to whirl. If | had a little money, then all o’ 
that would be possible. | am a strong man and from a 
farming family. | could make a living for the two o’ us. It 
seems a romantic notion, but suddenly I can start to see a 
future for us. 


“If | return to Inverness for a few days, | can make some 
plans. | hae a little money saved, and after a year working in 
the fair, | will hae enough money for a little croft. Are ye 
sure, Leonora?” 


She smiles, her eyes bright wi’ happiness. 


“Aye, but we would hae to get married quickly, before ma’ 
father finds us, and then there is nothing he can do. Perhaps 
in time, he will come to accept ye when he sees how happy | 
am?” 

We kiss passionately, and | feel ma’ cock harden once again. 


“| will leave at once in the morning for Inverness. | will take 
the first coach from the Inn. Once there, | can make all o’ the 
arrangements and be back by the end o’ the week.” 


Happy wi’ our plans, | roll the lass ontae her back once more, 
and we make love, but this time more gently. 


CHAPTER 10 


Leonora 


Angus wakes me gently. Tis still dark, and the candles are 
out, and the fire is merely red embers in the hearth. He is 
already dressed and kisses me softly. 

“Tis time for me to go ma’ love, | will make haste to 
Inverness and be back as soon as | can. | will be gone hoping 
no longer than a week” 


Ma’ heart lurches, | hate to see him go, but the sooner he 
has gone, the sooner he will return, and then we can be 
together forever. 


| sit up, and he holds me tightly and gi’es me a kiss that | 
ne’er want to end. As we embrace, the bell in the tower 
strikes five. 


“| must leave ye, lass, tho’ it pains me to do so. | will be back 
soon. Ne’er forget that | love ye and that ye are mine.” 


| watch as he moves quickly across the room, and he turns 
back one last time. 


“Och, Angus.” A shiver runs across ma’ heart, and | canna 
help but rush to him again. He holds ma’ naked body close 
as | tremble in his arms. 

“Ye must get yerself back to bed lassie, or ye will catch yer 
death, look ye are shivering.” 

“| just had this feeling o’ dread in ma’ heart, as if | might no’ 
see ye again, that something will happen...?” 

He laughs. “I promise ye, Leonora McKenzie, wi’ every last 
breath in ma’ body that | will return. | love ye, lass, and | 
promise that | willnae go back to ma’ old ways o’ drinkin’ 


and gamblin’. | am a changed man, lass, now get back into 
the bed.” 


Planting a final kiss on ma’ forehead, he leaves. 


Slipping on ma’ nightdress, | run to the window, offering up 
a quick prayer to keep him safe. | see his dark shape shifting 
amongst the shadows and into the stables, and minutes 
later, he appears, a bag slung o’er his shoulder as he makes 
his way along the castle walls, through the gate and out 
onto the road. | watch his dark form move quickly along the 
path until he turns at the bend in the river, and then he is 
gone. 


| shiver again, feeling the same sharp pain o’ dread in ma’ 
breast. How could | tell him that | had felt that same feeling 
before, the same fear | felt when | was a little girl? | had 
almost forgotten it until this moment. But it doesnae matter, 
Angus has told me that he loves me, and that is all that 
matters. Love will find a way. 


The fear hangs heavy in ma’ breast as | continue to stare 
into the night until the soft light o’ dawn creeps o’er the 
horizon to the east. | dinna realise how cold | am, and 
eventually move from the window and back to bed. | can still 
smell his scent upon the pillows, the sweet musky smell o’ 
sex in the air. | touch the space between ma’ legs. Tis wet 
and feels bruised wi’ being stretched and pummeled, but | 
like the feeling, and imagine his thick cock inside me once 
again. | ache for him and let ma’ fingers slip to that place 
that he had teased so well wi’ his tongue. Tis hard and 
swollen, and as | run ma’ finger across it, it causes me to 
shudder wi’ pleasure. | imagine his tongue upon me as | 
grind against ma’ fingers until | feel a wave o’ pleasure 
crashing o’er me. 
Make haste Angus, make haste ma’ love. 

KKK KK 


| sleep late. Tis past ten o’ clock when Anthea wakes me, 
bringing a basin o’ hot water and a towel and places them 
against the fire she has recently made. 


“I thought ye would be needing this?” She raises her 
eyebrow but doesnae ask any questions. | want to tell her 
about our plans, but | am afraid that she will disapprove. 


“Angus has left for Inverness this morning. He has gone back 
to collect money that is owed and then will settle back here. 
He hopes to buy a croft and show father that he can support 
me.” 


Anthea sighs but says nothing. I ken that she thinks no good 
will come from this, but she will understand. She will be 
married at Christmas and soon be leaving the castle herself. 
She will understand when she sees how happy we are. 


The week drags on, and I can hardy bear the wait. As each 
day passes, ma’ heart aches all the more, and ma’ old 
doubts start to play in ma’ mind again. What if Anthea is 
right, what if Angus doesnae return. What if he was only 
pretending to return? Now that I hae gi’en myself so easily 
to him, perhaps he will no’ care so much? But then, it was 
ma’ idea that we run away. Angus ne’er mentioned returning 
to Inverness, until | told him o’ ma’ plan. The thought gi’es 
me some comfort as the days and nights pass. 


On the seventh day, | wake early, dress eagerly, and am at 
breakfast before anyone else. When ma’ mother sees me, 
she is astonished. 


“Ye must be feeling better, Leonora! Ye hae been moping in 
yer room all week, and today ye are up wi’ the lark. | hae 
been worried about ye.” 

“lam very well, mother...in fact, | couldnae be feeling any 
better.” 

All day long, | sit at ma’ window and watch the courtyard 
carefully, keeping an eye on the road for any sign o’ Angus. | 
am pacing the room as Anthea enters. 


“Ye will no’ make him come any quicker by fretting so. Come 
and sit by the glass, mistress, and | will brush yer hair. Ye 
want to look yer best for when he arrives.” 


| do as | am told, looking at ma’ anxious face in the 
reflection. 


“| hae aged in a week, Anthea!” 


| look at the dark circles under ma’ eyes, due to the lack o’ 
sleep. 


She laughs. “Ye look as beautiful as e’er, but dinna frown or 
ye Shall be an old maid.” 


| laugh and feel myself relax, but as the bells strike noon, | 
am back on ma’ feet and pacing, anxious once again. 


“Och, Anthea, will ye go to the stables and see if there is any 
word from him?” 


She sighs, puts down the brush, and does ma’ bidding. | wait 
nervously for her return, but as she enters the room, she 
Shakes her head. 


“| hae spoken wi’ Simon, and he has no’ been seen. Dinna 
worry mistress, tis but yet midday, | am sure he will be here 
soon.” 

“But there is only one coach a day from Inverness, and it 
should hae arrived by now?” 


Anthea takes ma’ hand. “The coach could hae been late, and 
remember he will hae to walk several miles to reach here. 
Now dinna fret, yer mother is calling for ye to hae lunch wi’ 
her. Go and eat, it will do ye good. Ye are nothing more than 
skin and bones, and a man likes to feel a bit o’ flesh on a 
woman.” 


Tis true, ma’ gown sags on me, and ma’ curves seem to be 
disappearing. Since Angus left, | hae hardly eaten a thing, 
all | seem to hae done is wait. Reluctantly | leave ma’ post at 
the window, but only afore | make Anthea promise to go 
down to the stables every hour to make enquiries. She 


agrees, and | join ma’ mother in the Great Hall. | am no’ 
hungry, but I force down a small piece 0’ meat and cheese 
and drink a cup o’ ale. Wi’ the food inside o’ me, | am feeling 
much better. 


“lam going to ride out this afternoon to visit the Crowther’s 
up at the Hall Leonora. Mrs Crowther hasnae been well, and | 
am taking her some broth and cake from cook. Why dinnae 
ye come wi’ me, the fresh air will do ye good, ye hae been 
cooped up all week?” 


| open ma’ mouth to protest but then think better o’ it. The 
afternoon will drag if | sit and watch for Angus from the 
window. Mrs Crowther is an old but pleasant woman, and the 
visit will take ma’ mind off things, and by the time | return, 
there should be news o’ ma’ love. Besides, it will be good to 
spend some time wi’ mother before | elope. It might be some 
time before she speaks to me again. 


All along the road, | keep a look out for Angus, expecting to 
see his figure at every turn o’ the bend. Time passes quickly 
wi’ tea and cake and old Mrs Crowther’s tales 0’ when she 
was a girl. | happily sit back and listen, but ma’ thoughts are 
fixed on Angus, and when | will see him again. The 
homeward journey is soon upon us, and | use the time to try 
and connect wi’ ma’ mother. 


“Did ye ken that ye would marry father as soon as ye saw 
him?” 

She smiles and pats ma’ hand. “Aye Leonora, | did. When | 
first saw him, | had just been swimming in the river, and | 
was shocked to think that this stranger had been watching 
me. But e’en though he was across on the other side o’ the 
river, there was something about him, something | canna 
really explain, but it was as though I had always been 
connected to him. But do no’ worry yerself. No’ all love starts 
that way. | hae known many a happy marriage that has 
sprung from mere friendship.” 


O’ course she is speaking about Andrew McBeth again, but it 
doesnae really matter. In a few days, | shall be wi’ Angus, 
and we shall be wed. No one, not e’en ma’ mother or father 
will be able to separate us, only god himself. 


As soon as we arrive back at the castle, | rush back to ma’ 
room, eager to hear any news from Anthea. The clock on the 
tower shows just after 4, and the afternoon light is just 
starting to dim. Anthea is waiting for me. 

“Well, what news?” 


Anthea tries to smile, but | can already see the doubts have 
started in her mind. 


“The coach arrived, but there were no passengers for Muir 
Ord.” 


“Are ye sure?” 


“Aye, Simon asked one o’ the crofters walking up by the 
castle this afternoon. He had been passing the Inn as the 
stagecoach arrived. It was empty!” 


| sit on the bed, taking in her words. 
“Och, Anthea, what if he isnae coming?” 
She smiles at me, hopefully. 


“A thousand and one things could hae happened. He told ye 
he could be gone about a week. You see, he will probably 
turn up tomorrow, and ye shall wonder what all this fretting 
was about.” 


Tis true, | hae taken him too literal at his word. He probably 
has many things to arrange in Inverness, perhaps finding us 
somewhere to live once we are married. | ken nothing o’ 
those things. | must put on a brave face and be patient. 
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The night is long, and despite Anthea’s comforting words, | 
canna help but feel anxious. | hae waited all week and 
another day is almost too much to bear. | canna sleep. | 
dream that | am walking along the misty hillside. | can hear 


Angus calling out to me, but | canna see his face, and the 
further | walk, the foggier it becomes until | canna e’en see 
ma’ hand in front o’ ma’ face. His voice is loud, almost as if 
he is standing right beside me, calling through the mist, 
‘Leonora, Leonora!’ ” 


“Leonora?” 


| wake with a jerk. Tis still dark, and Anthea is at ma’ side wi’ 
a candle. | sit up wi’ a start. 


“Is there any news?” 


She sits on ma’ bed beside me. “Nay lass. Ye was shouting in 
yer sleep, and | came to see what was the matter. Are ye 
alright?” 

| feel a sudden chill, and despite the fire still burning in the 
hearth, | shiver. 


“Something is wrong, Anthea, | can feel it.” 
She strokes ma’ hair soothingly. 


“Nay lass, ye are just anxious, that is all. It was just a bad 
dream. All will be well, you will see.” 


| pull the bed sheets around me more tightly. 


“No, Anthea, it was more than that. | canna explain it, but | 
hae this sinking feeling in the pit o’ ma stomach, like 
something dreadful has happened. | hae only had the 
feeling once before when | was a young girl. Ye hae heard 
the story about when | saved Douglas. | was out playing, and 
| had this picture o’ him in ma’ head and that he was in 
danger. Ma’ father had always said that | hae the sixth 
sense, passed on from ma’ grandmother and I ne’er believed 
him before. But the feeling was so strong that | rushed to tell 
ma’ father. Douglas had gone down to the river to swim. Ma’ 
father and some o’ his men got to the river just in time to 
save Douglas from drowning. | hae the same feeling now 
Anthea, | just ken that something is wrong...” 


“Ye can do nothing about it now, lass. Try and get some 
sleep, and we shall see what tomorrow brings.” 


The next day | sit and wait. The afternoon comes and goes, 
but there is still no sign, no word from Angus. The feeling o’ 
dread has stayed wi’ me all day, and all | can do is pace up 
and down ma’ room and wring ma’ hands until | am almost 

feverish. When Anthea comes to see how | am, I run to her 

arms, ma’ heart heavy wi’ expectation. 


“Any news?” 
She shakes her head. 


“This will do ye no good, Leonora, and ye must stop this at 
once. Listen, Simon is going to the Inn tonight, and he will 
discreetly enquire about Angus. People come and go there 
from Inverness, and there is just a chance that someone 
might hae seen him. Now dry your eyes, yer mother has 
been wondering where you hae been all day. | told her that 
ye had a headache and were lying down. Now, ye must try 
and be brave. | am certain we will hear something soon.” 


| canna face ma’ mother’s questions and feign illness to 
keep myself upstairs. Since the incident wi’ Andrew, both 
mother and father hae been indulgent wi’ me, hoping that | 
will decide to marry the lad after all. Anthea promises to 
report to me as soon as Simon returns, what e’er the hour. 
Tis past midnight, and | am half asleep when I hear the 
gentle tap at ma’ door, and she enters. | can tell as soon as | 
see her that something is wrong. | am sat up and awake in 
seconds, beckoning her to sit on the bed and tell all. She 
does no’ sit, but instead goes and warms her hands by the 
hearth, hardly able to look at me. 

“What news, Anthea?” 

When she does no’ turn, | get out o’ bed and go to her side. 
“What is it?” 

Her face is as white as a sheet. 


“Tis no’ good news Leonora, ye had better sit down.” 
| feel sick as | walk back to the bed. 


“He is dead, isn’t he? Angus is dead. Och, Anthea, | knew 
that something was wrong?” 


She shakes her head. 


“Nay lass, Tis no’ that. Simon went to the Inn tonight and 
started enquiring wi’ the locals if there had been any 
strangers in the area, anyone coming or going from 
Inverness recently. No one has seen a thing. Then the 
barmaid overheard, | believe she is the wife o’ the landlord. 
She started going on about a man who had arrived just o’er 
a week ago. She claims that he had called her to his room in 
the middle o’ the night and tried to hae his way wi’ her. Then 
the landlord came and backed up her story, saying that they 
had thrown the man out o’ the inn that very night.” 

“But that doesnae mean it was him, Och, Anthea, how could 
ye think such a thing?” 


“The barmaid said that it was a man wi’ bright blonde hair 
by the name o’ Angus Ross.” 

For a moment, | feel like | hae been punched in the stomach, 
and canna seem to breathe as | let her words sink in. 

“It canna be true, Anthea, he is no’ like that, | canna believe 
a 

Anthea doesnae speak, but I see pity in her eyes. 

“Ye canna believe it, Anthea, it canna be ma’ Angus, he 
would ne’er do such a thing.” 

She tries to hold me in her arms, but I dinna want her pity. 
“Tis no’ true, Anthea, ye are making it up...Simon is making 
this up so that | will forget all about him, ye have both 
planned this. But ye are wrong, | will ne’er forget him 
ne'er...” 

| fling myself upon the bed and weep into the bed sheets. It 
canna be true, and as Anthea tries to comfort me, | turn on 


her angrily. 

“Get away from me, ye are no’ ma’ friend. Ye wouldnae say 
such things if ye were, now go, get out o’ here. Ye ne’er 
believed that he loved me in the first place, get out o’ here.” 


Anthea is visibly shaken, but I dinna care, she is just like ma’ 
mother and wants me to marry Andrew. They are all against 
me. Eventually, she goes, and | am left alone. She will see, 
when Angus returns, there will be some explanation, there 
has to be. | shift to the window and open it wide, letting in 
the cold night air. The rain is due tomorrow, but tonight the 
sky is cloudless, the stars twinkling down from the vast 
swathe o’ the universe. Please god, bring him to me, bring 
him to me. 


| must hae fallen asleep by the open window, for Anthea 
wakes me, and | am half frozen. She says nothing o’ the 
night but helps me back into bed. | shiver, but somehow, | 
canna feel the cold. 


All day ma’ mother brings up soup and delicacies from the 
kitchen in an attempt to make me eat, but | am no’ hungry. | 
canna eat. | hae a pain inside me that is so terrible that | 
dinna seem to be able to do anything. Despite everything, | 
still hae hope in ma’ heart that he will return. Angus 
promised to return, and return he will. 


| wait another two days, but there is still no word from 
Angus. | feel empty inside, | canna eat, and | canna sleep. | 
just lay in bed and wait. After another day ma’ mother 
becomes anxious and ma’ father calls for the physician. | 
start wi’ a fever, a pain in ma’ head, and ma’ heart broken. 
Oh Angus, where are ye? 


CHAPTER 11 


Angus 


| hae £50 to ma’ name, and tis no’ much to show for twenty 
years 0’ working. Charles is sad to see me go, he tries to 
persuade me to stay, reasoning that in a year | can save 
quite a bit o’ money, but | hae ma’ own ideas. The travelling 
life is no’ the sort | want for Leonora, she must hae better. | 
ken that she has her heart set on a little croft wi’ roses 
around the door and room for a bairn or two, and | intend to 
provide the best | can for her. | sit and hae a beer wi’ some o’ 
the lads for old time’s sake. One beer becomes two and then 
three until finally the whisky is poured. | dinna hae much will 
power, but canna see the harm in one last time. Tis then that 
one o’ the other fighters, a man who goes by the name o’ 
the Whirling Dervish who puts the thought into ma’ head. 
“Yer £50 willnae go too far Angus, why no’ try yer luck, there 
is a card game tonight at the Black Bull, why dinna ye go? | 
leave wi’ Charles Menzies tonight, or | would be goin’ 
myself.” 


| shake ma’ head, remembering ma’ promise to Leonora. 

“| hae an early start in the morning, too, back to Muir Ord, | 
hae a promise to keep.” 

“Well, just think about it, man...a wife is an expensive 
commodity these days.” 

Tis true enough, and Leonora deserves the best. | find that | 
dinna need much persuasion. 

| arrive at the Black Bull Inn in the centre o’ Inverness just 
after dark. | am ushered upstairs to the back room where the 


card game is taking place. With any luck, | will double ma’ 
money. 


A motley crew hae already assembled, and they eye me 
warily until | show them ma’ coins. Immediately a stool is set 
at the table, and | begin to wonder if the stakes will be high 
enough until three well-dressed gentlemen walk into the 
room, one is a Sassenach, an Englishman and he produces a 
thick wedge o’ notes, while the other two take a seat nearby. 


We settle down to play, the barmaid brings a cheap bottle o’ 
whisky and we sup as we play. | hae a winning streak, and 
soon the only ones left at the table are the Sassenach and 
me. The others hae either lost their few shillings or have 
drunk themselves into a stupor. 


“Now, how about playing for some real money?” 

The gent lays down a £5 note upon the table. For a moment 
| hesitate, losing a few shillings is one thing, but £5 is 
another. 

“Well, are you going to play, or are you going to join your 
friends at the bar?” 

| can see that this man is laughing at me, | can feel the 
whisky in ma’ blood. | willnae be defeated again by an 
Englishman. 

| throw down ma’ £5 to match his stake, much to his 
surprise, and all o’ the attention turns to us. The laughter 
ceases, and all is quiet. | draw ma’ hand. The cards are good, 
and | win, adding the two five-pound notes to ma’ pile. 

The man opposite me smiles, although | ken that he is no’ 
too happy. 

“Beginners luck, sir. How about we double our stakes?” 

| hae the taste for gambling now, and canna resist. All eyes 
are on me as | match his ten pounds on the table. 

The cards are kind to me again, and | add the notes to ma’ 
pile. 


| now hae nearly seventy pounds. Tis a good night's work. | 
gather ma’ winnings and make to leave. 


“Surely you will give a chap another chance. Why don’t we 
say all or nothing?” 


He lays down seventy guineas. If | win, | will hae me a small 
fortune. | think about the things | will be able to buy for 
Leonora. 


| canna resist. Lady luck is on ma’ side, and | throw all o’ ma 
money into the middle o’ the table. 


| pick up ma’ cards, tis a good hand, two queens, and | smile 
to myself. | throw down ma’ cards and am reaching for the 
money when he turns up an ace and a king. 


“| believe that makes 21 sir, winner takes it all!” 


| watch in astonishment as he gathers up all o’ the money 
and places it in his waistcoat pocket. 


“He was cheating!” 


One o’ the old men who has been observing the game pipes 
up from the back. 


“He took a card from up his sleeve...the man is cheating!” 


The English gent gathers up his money in rather a hurry, but 
| put out ma’ hand to stop him. 


“Take off yer coat, sir...” 

He shakes me away. 

“Unhand me, sir, | have won fairly, now | wish you a good 
night.” 

| grab him again. “If ye hae won fairly, sir, then ye will no’ 
mind removing yer coat.” 


His two friends are suddenly by his side, but | am no’ to be 
intimidated, especially no’ by a Sassenach. 
| grab at his coat and attempt to pull at the sleeves. Three 


cards fall onto the floor, all aces. Before | know it, | hae the 
man by the throat. 


I” 
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“The money, sir, | believe, is mine 


A blow catches me in the ribs as one o’ his associate's lets 
his fist fly. | swing around and land a blow right on the man’s 
jaw that sends him spinning onto the ground. Another 
punch hits me in the stomach, | am winded, but I will no’ gi’e 
up. | grab the cheating Englishman by the throat again and 
demand ma’ money. 
A blow to the back o’ ma’ head fells me to the floor. | feel 
myself slumping forward, and then all is black. 
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| see faces peering down at me through the fog. Muffled 
voices, although I canna really hear what they are saying, 
more like a bumble bee, buzzing away above ma’ head. | see 
a light burning brightly and wonder if it is the sun, but as it 
flickers, | see tis a tall candle, before | drift once more into 
the fog. 


The room is small and dark, and as ma’ eyes get used to the 
gloom, | see that tis sparsely furnished, wi’ only a small table 
and chair. The stub o’ a candle is the only other object, the 
beads 0’ wax weeping down the candlestick from many 
nights o’ burning. 

“Ye are awake, ma’ friend?” 

A young man stands o’er me, dressed in a long plain tunic o’ 
coarse brown material, and although young, his head is 
partly shaved. He smiles as he opens the plain curtains that 
hae been pulled across the window to let in the daylight. 
“How are ye feeling, ma’ friend?” 

| try to sit up, but ma’ head hurts so badly that | gasp and 
flop back down onto the pillows. 

“There, there ma’ friend, ye still need to rest.” He adjusts 
ma’ pillows and pulls the bedsheets carefully around me. 
“Where am I?” 


“Ye are in the Abbey ma’ friend, and | am Brother Michael. 
We found you in a very bad way, out in the streets. | think ye 
might hae died if it had no’ been for Father Jacob passing 
through the streets in the early hours o’ the morning. 


| try and focus ma’ mind. 
“Last night, |...” 


Brother Michael shakes his head. “Oh no ma’ friend, no’ last 
night. Ye have been here for almost three weeks. We didnae 
think that ye were going to live at first but with rest and 
prayer ye hae been slipping in and out o’ consciousness o'er 
the last week. Now | hae a draught for ye, drink it up, tis 
nothing more than herbs, but it will start to build yer 
strength back.” 


| sip at the bitter liquid. Three weeks, | hae lain in this place 
for three whole weeks! | canna believe it, but as | reach up to 
wipe ma’ mouth, | feel the thick fuzz o’ a beard beneath ma’ 
fingers. 

Three weeks! 

| hand him back the empty cup. 


“Now ma’ friend, we hae struggled to find out anything 
about ye. What is yer name?” 


Ma’ name? | close ma’ eyes and try to concentrate. Ma’ mind 
is blank. After a few moments, | open them again. 


“I canna remember, | canna remember a thing!” 


Tis a strange feeling, no’ Knowing who! am. Tis as though a 
thick fog is lying in ma’ head... | try to see through it, but it 
seems impossible. | hae this feeling that | should be doing 
something, something important, but the harder | try, the 
further | seem to be from understanding. 


“These things sometimes happen,” Father Jacob tells me as 
he visits me one afternoon. “I hae known men like ye who 
forget everything, then suddenly, one day they wake and 
remember everything, others sadly ne’er remember. But ye 


are doing well, ye are a strong man, and I am sure in time 

yer memory will return. | think ye will be well enough to go 

outside soon. The fresh air will do ye the power o’ good.” 
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Tis now winter and over 6 weeks since | was brought to this 
place. The weak sun is shining, and | am allowed out into the 
garden for the first time. Ma’ clothes hae been repaired and 
cleaned, and tis only when | dress that I realise that | must 
hae lost weight. | am brought a basin o’ water to wash, and 
when I am given a small glass to look at myself - | am 
shocked at what | see. Tis the face o’ a stranger. Ma’ cheeks 
are gaunt, and the thick beard covers ma’ chin, and with a 
thick white bandage wrapped tightly around ma’ head... | 
hardly recognise myself. | gaze at ma’ face... who are ye 
man...who are ye? 


I am gi’en a thick cloak to wear, and ma’ legs are shaky as | 
step wi’ the aid o’ Father Jacob into the garden. The air is 
fresh and sweet, and | take deep lungful’s o’ the precious air. 
Tis good to be alive, and | feel myself lucky to hae been 
found by such kind people. 


“Come and see the Brother’s vegetable garden. Even in 
winter, we grow enough for our small community. We have 
herbs too... Brother Michael is very proud o’ the herb patch.” 
The air is gently perfumed wi’ the smell of the fragrant 
plants. Brother Michael enthusiastically tells me all o’ there 
names as we pass each bush, there is rosemary, oregano, 
Sage, and parsley. 

Pulling his fingers through the delicate stalks, he hands me 
a bunch o’ tiny green leaves, “and ma’ favourite, Thymus 
polytrichus, wild thyme.” 

The sweet perfume o’ the plant hits me, and | close ma’ 
eyes. Something stirs deep inside ma’ soul. | remember this 
smell, tis linked wi’ happiness and love, and | feel ma’ heart 


start to swell. | see a river and a bridge, and there is a lass 
waiting for me in the trees. 

“Leonora!” 

Brother Michael almost jumps out’ o’ his skin as | shout her 


name into the air. “Leonora, Leonora.” 
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It takes me several hours for ma’ memory to slowly return, 
although some o’ ma’ thoughts are still patchy. | remember 
the last night wi’ Leonora and ma’ promise to return. That is 
o’er six weeks ago. | must return to Muir Ord at once. 


The monks are no’ too keen at my going, say that | am too 
weak to travel, but when they see ma’ plight, they agree to 
help. Father Jacob is travelling to Invergordon in two days 
and will pass through Muir Ord. Meanwhile, Brother Jacob 
tries to find Charles Menzies, but o’ course, the fair has 
moved on, and they imagine me safe and well in Muir Ord. 


Brother Michael offers to shave ma’ beard, but | keep it. | 
dinna ken what | will find in Muir Ord, and wi’ the beard and 
ma’ current appearance, | am quite unrecognisable. | still 
hae the cloth cap, but that is all, the bag containing ma’ 
meagre possessions was taken after the fight, and now | feel 
like a man wi’ no past. 


The journey tires me. Father Jacob wants to drop me at the 
castle, but | need to gather ma’ thoughts, and | tell him to 
drop me at the Inn first, for | hae a bit o’ business to do. 
Wishing me well, | thank him and promise to return to the 
monastery wi’ ma’ bride. Before he leaves, he passes me a 
small bag o’ coins. | canna believe the kindness o’ these 
people, and at first | refuse, but he insists. 

“| will return and pay ye back in full, Father.” 

With a wave o’ his hand, he is gone, and as | stand and 
watch the carriage move away, | feel as though | am losing 
the only friend | hae. Ma’ memory is patchy o’ the Inn, but as 
soon as | see the barmaid, the memories come flooding 


back. | pull the cloth cap on ma’ head, obscuring ma’ face as 
much as I can. Surprisingly the place is quite full o’ working 
men, and | blend in easily wi’ the crowd. 


| am in need o’ sustenance before | walk to the castle, and | 
order a mug o’ ale and some bread and cheese. Luckily the 
bar is busy, and Sally doesnae even look up at me. | find a 
corner to sit and think about what | will say to Leonora. It 
has been six long weeks, and she will think that | hae 
abandoned her. What is more, | return wi’ no prospects and 
no money. 

Sally is holding court at the bar to several young men, and 
she is in her element, her voice loud and her face animated. 


“Tis to be a grand party, alright. Mr Adams and | hae been 
invited ye ken, and all o’ local society will be there. Tis to be 
a great celebration, what wi’ the lass being ill and all. And 
following the engagement, a wedding will surely follow in 
the Spring. | hae told Mr Adams that | will need a new gown 
to wean” 


The bread feels dry in ma’ mouth. Suddenly | dinna feel 
hungry. | turn to the man sat next to me at the table. 


“Who is to be engaged.” 
The man looks at me in surprise. 


“Ye must be a stranger around these parts. Why tis the lass 
up at the castle, Leonora McKenzie is to be engaged today to 
a fine young laddie, Andrew McBeth. There is to be a grand 
party and dance, most o’ the men here hae been bringing 
supplies up and down that road for the last week. Tis to be a 
great occasion on all accounts” 

“And the lassie has been ill?” 

“Aye, | ken that she caught a fever and nearly died, but 
being a young lass, she recovered and very soon after, the 
engagement was announced. Why all o’ this hae been 
arranged wi’ in the last two weeks. | think her parents 
thought it would help her recover.” 


| push the bread and cheese away, down the mug o’ ale, and 
call for another. 


CHAPTER 12 


Leonora 


The day has finally dawned, the day 0’ ma’ engagement to 
Andrew McBeth. | should feel happy | ken, but | canna help 
the sadness that is still in ma’ soul. Andrew has been very 
kind, especially as | hae been so unkind to him. Yet he loves 
me, and for that, | must be grateful. Ma’ heart has been truly 
broken in two, and | ken that | will ne’er love again, but 
perhaps in time, | will learn to love Andrew... he is so very 
kind. 

They tell me | was in bed for a week wi’ the fever. | cannae 
remember much about it, but ma’ mother says that | almost 
died. | kept seeing the face o’ Angus in ma’ dreams, but he 
seemed so very far away. When | awoke, it was to the face o’ 
Andrew. He had sat wi’ me night and day, holding ma’ hand. 
When I was feeling better and sitting up in bed, he would 
read to me and tell me all the news and gossip. After two 
weeks in bed, | was finally allowed outside, and that is when 
he proposed again, sat amongst the trees in the garden, and 
| accepted. As mother says, perhaps friendship is better than 
no love at all. 


Tis only today that | start to hae doubts. | woke wi’ such a 
strange feeling in ma’ stomach again, and | find myself 
looking out along the road, looking for him. 


“Come away from the window mistress, ye do no’ want to be 
ill again, and no’ on the day o’ yer engagement.” 

| turn to Anthea, tears in ma’ eyes. 

“Och, Anthea, what if | am making a great mistake?” 

She smiles and shakes her head. 


“Now none o’ this nonsense. We hae discussed it a thousand 
times before. Andrew is a good man, and ye will be very 
happy.” 

“But | hae this strange feeling o’ dread in ma’ stomach 
Anthea, as if something is going to happen. Tis the same 
feeling as when Angus...” 


She brings up her hand to silence me. 


“Ye promised me that ye would no’ mention that man’s 
name again. Tis only natural that ye should hae the jitters, 
tis a big day for ye. | shall be feeling exactly the same in 
three weeks when I marry Simon. Now come, let me brush 
yer hair.” 


She is right o’ course. It has been o'er six weeks wi’ no news 
from Angus. He canna love me, he promised to return, and 
he broke his promise. Douglas was right, he must hae a 
woman in every place, and all he wanted was to lay wi’ me. | 
hae been used and must face up to it, but | canna help that 
ma’ heart still aches for him, that ma’ body still longs for 
him. | hae kissed Andrew a few times, but his kisses do no’ 
stir me...he has no’ the passion o’ Angus. Still, | should be 
grateful. 


| try and push Angus out’ o’ ma’ head, but as the day 
progresses, he is all that | can think about. By the time | 
come to dress for the party, | am full o’ emotion. 


Anthea helps me into ma’ red silk gown. 


“Och, mistress, ye look a picture tonight, Andrew will be so 
proud o’ ye, as will yer mother and father.” 


| try to smile, but | canna hide ma’ fears. 


“Are ye sure | am doing the right thing, | am having second 
thoughts about marrying Andrew...” 


Anthea fusses wi’ ma’ hair. 


“Tis only natural lass. Tis a big day for ye. Now, dinna cry or 
ye will no’ be so beautiful, and it might be Andrew who 


changes his mind...” 
| manage a smile. 


“Aye, but what about Angus, | shall ne’er mention his name 
after this, but what about him, Anthea?” 


She sighs, hands on her hips. 


“It pains me to say it, Leonora, but the man doesnae love ye. 
His words were empty promises. Now forget him and gi’e yer 
love to a man that deserves it.” 
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The Great Hall is beautiful, lit wi’ a hundred candles. Flowers 
adorn the long tables, and the whole place looks like a 
fairyland. All eyes are on me as | descend the steps. | can 
see Andrew waiting for me at the bottom o’ the staircase, his 
eyes shining up at me in the candlelight. The diamond and 
emerald ring sparkles on ma’ finger, but it feels heavy and 
strange, as though it doesnae really belong to me. 


“Ye look beautiful, Leonora.” 


| smile as he takes ma’ arm in his, and we walk into the 
Great Hall to greet our guests. There are smiles, and words o’ 
congratulations, but it all whirls around ma’ head, it doesnae 
seem real and | walk around as if in a dream. Ma’ father 
comes o’er and hands us both a cup, and we drink to our 
future happiness. The strains o’ the orchestra sound from the 
ballroom, and we walk through. The crystal o’ the 
candelabra glistens in the candlelight as Andrew takes ma’ 
arm, and we dance the first dance. | smile and try to be 
happy, but ma’ heart is no’ in it, and the more | think on it, 
the less | feel confident that | want to spend the rest o’ ma’ 
life wi’ him. Perhaps it would be better to live alone, a 
spinster wi’ a broken heart. | see the love in Andrew's eyes, 
and it doesnae seem fair that he will be married to a woman 
who can ne’er love him back. The dance ends, but before he 
can lead me into the next, | suggest that we step out onto 
the balcony for some fresh air. 


“But tis cold ma’ love, and ye are still recovering.” 


“Please, Andrew, there is something | need to tell ye...in 
private.” 

He must tell from the tone o’ ma’ voice that | am serious, 
and without further words, he leads me outside through the 
glass balcony doors. 

| shiver, but tis no’ from the cold, and Andrew wraps his 
arms around me. 

Tis a beautiful evening, the moon round and full, just like on 
another night that seems so long ago now. 

“Leonora, | ken that this engagement has happened quickly, 
but | didnae see the point in waiting any longer...” 

A sound in the trees disturbs us, and we both look out across 
into a small thicket o’ trees that surrounds the castle garden. 
For a moment, all seems still until a shadowy figure emerges 
from the depth o’ the tree’s, staggering o’er the moonlit 
lawn. 

“Tis just a drunk, | will call one o’ yer father’s men to hae 
him removed.” 

Andrew disappears into the ballroom, and | move into the 
shadows. The man is swaying across the grass, a bottle o’ 
whisky in his hands. There is something in his movements 
that causes a sudden chill in ma’ heart. 

As he approaches the balcony, | see his beard, the ill-fitting 
clothes, and turn back quickly to the window to see if 
Andrew is returning. 

“Leonora...!” 

| freeze at the sound o’ the voice calling me...tis Angus. 

It takes me a moment to recognise him... he is much 
changed. 

“Leonora,” he calls to me again. 

Despite ma’ fear, | feel ma’ heart racing, and | canna help 
but step down to the lawn. 


“ANgus...?” 


Those piercing blue eyes gaze into ma’ own. They are no’ as 
bright as when | last saw them, and the drink canna help. 
“Leonora, ma’ love...” 

He staggers forward, and | can smell the stench o’ alcohol on 


his breath. He staggers, almost falling, and I catch him in 
ma’ arms. 


“I came back lass, just as | promised | would...” He tries to 
kiss me, but the smell o’ alcohol is too strong, and | move 
back from his touch. 

“I came back lass, | came back for ye...” 

A sudden anger flairs through me, all o’ the pain and 
suffering o’ the last six weeks stirring wi’ in me. 

“Ye are drunk Angus, ye promised me that ye would no’ 
drink again, do ye always break yer promises. | waited six 
weeks for ye, ye promised, | made myself ill ma’ heart 
breaking o’er ye. | loved ye Angus, and | thought that ye 
loved me. Go away, | ne’er want to see ye again...” 
“Leonora...| can explain..l...” 

“Get away, Leonora, come back here...” 

Andrew is rushing from the balcony. 


“Get away from her ye fiend,” Andrew knocks Angus away 
from me, and he falls onto the grass. 


“Dinna hurt him...” | cry out as Andrew holds me in his arms. 
We watch as Angus gets to his feet, his eyes bloodshot but 
determined. 

“Get yer hands off ma’ lass...” | see his hands curl into fists 
as he approaches Andrew. 

“Come away, Andrew, he will hurt ye,” | call out, but he only 
scoffs. 

“This man is nothing but a drunken oaf, Leonora. How dare 
he touch ye, | will show him.” 


Andrew stands facing Angus, both men wi’ fists raised. 
Although Angus is drunk, | ken that he will beat Andrew the 
lad is no’ used to fighting, and | doubt he has e’er used his 
fists before. Angus is a champion bare knuckle boxer and 
drunk, it makes him more dangerous. 


Andrew makes the first jab at his ribs, and Angus sways and 
knocks him in the belly in return. Poor Andrew is winded, but 
he will no’ gi’ up, especially when fighting for ma’ honour. 
“Please, Andrew, come back inside, ma’ father will be here 
soon.” 

The lad willnae listen to me. “How dare he touch ye Leonora, 
| will show him.” 

He jabs at Angus again, and | see the anger grow in his pale 
blue eyes. He raises his fist to strike. 

“Dinna hit him, Angus, ma’ love dinna do it. For ma’ sake.” 
His hand freezes mid-air as he turns to look at me, a look o’ 
confusion on his face that softens as he hears me call his 
name. 

“Leonora...?” 

With a crashing thud, Andrew knocks Angus square on the 
chin, who falls back onto the grass, just as ma’ father arrives 
wi’ Douglas and two o’ his men. 

“Well done, lad ye showed the fellow, now men, throw him 
out o’ the castle grounds and make sure he doesnae come 
back. 

As the men grab Angus and pull him to his feet, | can see 
the blood on his face. 

“Dinna hurt him...” 

Only Douglas seems to see ma’ despair and looks at me 
before looking closely at the man and then back at me. He 
has recognised Angus. | plead at him wi’ ma’ eyes to keep 
quiet, and thankfully he doesnae say a word. 

| can only watch as ma’ father's men drag Angus away. 


“Leonora...” 
“How does he ken yer name lass?” 
Ma’ father looks puzzled. 


“He was listening to us speaking on the balcony, Sir, he 
must hae heard me call her name.” 


Father seems satisfied wi’ the explanation from Andrew, and 
| am taken inside, now shivering from the cold. 


Ma’ mother is concerned about ma’ health, and | am glad 
when she suggests that | go to ma’ room to lie down, despite 
the party. 

“Ye hae had a nasty shock Leonora, and we need to look 
after you. People will understand, there will be other parties. 


Andrew kisses me gently on the cheek, and | ascend the 
Stairs. 


“Here, Leonora, let me help ye.” 

Douglas is soon at ma’ side, and ma’ mother smiles happy to 
see ma’ brother helping me. When we are at a safe distance 
from the crowd, he turns to me wi’ a knowing look. 


“It was him, was it no’? Leonora, it was the man from 
Inverness, | barely recognised the man. What on earth is 
going on?” 

| do no’ answer until | hae locked the bedroom door behind 
us and tell him all, well almost all. He can hardly believe his 
ears. 


“If father knew, he would hae the man horse-whipped! Oh 
Leonora, how can ye love such a man, old and drunk and 
one that canna even keep his word?” 


“But he looked ill, something must hae happened to him 
Douglas, and now he is gone, and | may ne’er ken what. | 
had a dream that he was in trouble...” 

“The only trouble that man has is that he drinks too much. 
What do ye expect, sister from a man that fights for a living? 
He is a drunken, good for nothing, and ye must forget all 


about him. Ye are engaged to be married to Andrew, and ye 
should be happy. What on earth could this man gi’e ye? 
Nothing!” 

His words hit hard, but | hae nothing to say in his defence. 
He is right, | canna keep making excuses for the man. 


“I must go and join our guests now, try and rest and | will 
send for Anthea. 


| dinna want to see the girl, | dinna want to see anyone. 


“Nay, leave the lass, | will speak to her in the morning. I just 
wish to be alone.” 


He gives me a brotherly kiss on the forehead and leaves, 
and in the quiet o’ the room, | lay on ma’ bed and weep. 


Ma’ brother’s words make sense, but somehow ma’ foolish 
heart refuses to believe them. | can still see Angus’s face, his 
eyes looking at me, the sadness as he was dragged away. 
But how can I love such a man, a man that breaks every 
promise that he has made to me, a man that has broken ma’ 
heart? | wonder what father’s men will do wi’ him. Hopefully, 
they will no’ hurt him. Tis a cold night, and | imagine him 
somewhere, out in the frosty night. | dinna e’en ken what | 
feel anymore, | do no’ feel, there is just a strange numbness 
inside. | lay on my bed and count each hour as the bell tolls. 
Somewhere between three and four, | fall to sleep. 
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When Anthea wakes me the next day, she has no doubt 
heard all about last night from Simon, but she says no’ a 
word. She can see from ma’ face that | am upset, and words 
are no’ required. Part o’ me wants to run from the castle in 
search o’ Angus, but what would be the point? Still, it 
doesnae stop me from looking out o’ ma’ window and down 
along the road...just in case. 


The road is empty, and | suddenly hae a need for fresh air, it 
will do no good to mope on the past. 


As | prepare to leave the castle, a carriage pulls into the 
courtyard, and | am surprised to see a holy man, a monk, 
step out. | am in no mood to talk, and more likely, the man is 
looking for donations for the poor. Douglas is already at the 
door, and | will leave him to deal with the matter. Tis only 
when I hear the monk's conversation that | stop in ma’ 
tracks. 


“Pardon the intrusion, but | called to see how a Mr Angus 
Ross is doing, | believe he is staying here?” 


| see Douglas try and usher the man quickly inside, but tis 
too late, | hae heard, and | quickly follow them into the Great 
Hall. 


Before the man can sit, | am by his side. 
“What do ye ken o’ Angus Ross?” 
Douglas stares at me. 


“Where are yer manners Leonora, let the man sit. Now sir, 
would ye like a drink?” 


He shakes his head. “Thank ye, but | canna stay. | was just 
wondering how Mr Ross is feeling. Is he well? | hae been 
worried about him all night, he is still not well after his 
accident...” 


“Accident?” | feel a lump rise in ma’ throat. 


“Aye, did he no’ tell ye. We found him unconscious in the 
street, many weeks ago. The poor man had been beaten and 
robbed and left for dead. We took him back to the monastery 
to care for him. To be honest, | didnae think that he would 
live, and it was touch and go for a while. But after some rest, 
he finally came around after lying unconscious for many 
weeks, and even then, he could not e’en remember his 
name. Tis only a couple o’ days ago that he finally 
remembered who he was, and | believe that he mentioned 
your name Miss and that he had to get to the castle at Muir 
Ord as soon as possible. He was no’ fit for travel, but | 


couldnae persuade him to stay, he was most insistent that it 
was Oo’ vital importance to get here at once.” 


| feel the colour drain from ma’ face. | should hae listened to 
ma’ intuition after all. Angus does love me... he does love 
me. | think o’ his eyes last night, how sad he looked when | 
told him that | ne'er wanted to see him again. Feeling sick, | 
leave the monk to Douglas and rush upstairs to ma’ room. 


Oh Angus, how could | hae doubted ye? He could be lying 
outside, dying somewhere, and it would be all ma’ fault. 


CHAPTER 13 


Angus 


| feel rough the next morning as | awake. | dinna remember 
much, but | was dumped out on the hills, far enough away 
from the castle so as no’ to return in a hurry. Luckily, | found 
an animal shelter, built o’ stone, and spent the night 
amongst a dozen or so sheep. | was so drunk that | must hae 
fallen into a deep and dreamless sleep. As soon as | wake, | 
think about Leonora and the look on her face last night. | am 
so ashamed 0’ ma’ behaviour, and her words still ring in ma’ 
head. 


“Ye are drunk Angus, ye promised me that ye would no’ 
drink again, do ye always break yer promises. | waited six 
weeks for ye, made myself ill breaking ma’ heart o’er ye. | 
loved ye Angus, and I thought that ye loved me. Go away, | 
ne’er want to see ye again...” 


She ne’er wants to see me gain, and who could blame her. 
Ma’ intention was to find her at the castle and explain 
everything, but hearing about the engagement had lowered 
ma’ spirits, | was tired after ma’ journey and no’ feeling well. 
One ale followed another until | couldnae stop myself. Then | 
bought a cheap bottle o’ whisky for Dutch-courage, and that 
was ma’ downfall. | let myself down. | was hot-headed. | saw 
red when | saw her wi’ that boy pretending to be a man. | 
might hae killed him if she hadnae stopped me. There are no 
excuses, it was all ma’ fault, and now | hae lost her fore’er. 


| stumble out o’ the shelter, and the morning light almost 
blinds me. Ma’ head hurts from the alcohol and ma’ injury. | 
hae no idea where | am, | vaguely remember the men taking 
me away up the hills on horseback. | look around and note 


ma’ direction by the position o’ the sun. A sliver o’ river 
glints in the distance, and | guess it must be the same river 
that runs through Muir Ord. If | make ma’ way down to the 
river, | can follow its course back to the castle. | dinna ken 
what | am going to do when | get there. If any o’ the men see 
me, | will be either locked up or sent far away, and even if | 
am no’ seen, | still dinna ken how | will get to speak to 
Leonora, that is if she will still see me. | need to explain, 
even if she no longer loves me, | need to explain to her what 
has happened, that | still love her. | canna believe that she 
really intends to marry that boy, she once told me that she 
could ne’er love him, and I doubt that has changed. 


It takes me over an hour to reach the river, and | plunge ma’ 
face into the cold water to try and wake me up. The water is 
freezing, but it does the job, and | feel refreshed for the walk 
ahead. 


As | walk. | ken that | hae only one chance o’ seeing Leonora, 
and that is to speak wi’ Anthea first. The girl helped before, 
and if | tell her what has happened, | am sure that she will 
understand. It takes more than 2 hours to reach the castle. 
The lane is busy, carts coming to and fro’ the castle, no 
doubt clearing up after the party. There are too many men 
milling around, and | canna afford to be seen, so! wait ata 
distance until evening. Once tis dark, it will be easy to hide 
against the darkened castle walls. | decide to watch the 
kitchen doors and wait for Anthea to appear. Tis almost dark 
when | see her fair hair at the door. As silently as | can, | 
steal upon her, grabbing her from behind and holding her 
mouth to prevent her from screaming. She wrestles wi’ me 
until | whisper her name. 

“Anthea, tis me, Angus.” 

She stops fighting immediately and turns upon me, her eyes 
shining wi’ anger. 

“You!” 


Before | know it, she has slapped me across the face. 

“| expect | deserve that. But | can explain everything!” 

She shakes her head. “There is no’ need. A monk by the 
name o’ Father Jacob called earlier today and told us 
everything.” 

“Father Jacob... but...” 

“He was worried about ye and called to see if ye were well.” 
| touch ma’ face, ma’ cheek is still stinging from the slap. 
“So if ye hae heard all, then ye will understand why | hae no’ 
been able to see Leonora before now?” 

“I admit, Sir, that ye had good reason, but that is nae the 
reason | slapped ye. Ma’ mistress almost died because 0’ ye, 
and if it wasnae for ye then she would be happy wi’ Andrew 
McBeth, | just ken it. After Father Jacob had told his story, 
she fled to her room and refuses to see anyone. | fear that 
the shock o’ seeing ye again last night was enough to make 
her ill again, and now she blames herself, feels guilty for 
saying such horrible things to ye, but | dinna ken why she 
should blame herself. Turning up drunk like that!” 

| canna help but smile, if Leonora is feeling sorry, then she 
must feel something, there is still hope! 

“Can | see her Anthea, will ye take me to her?” 

She shakes her head, “I canna do that, even if | wanted to, 
which | do no’. It would be more than ma’ job is worth, even 
tho’ | won’t be here much longer. Simon and | will be married 
wi’ in the month, but | do no’ want to make things difficult 
for him.” 

“Then, at least tell her that | am here...” 

Anthea shakes her head. 

“Please...?” 

She see’s that | am in no mood to gi’e up. 

“She might no’ even let me speak wi’ her...?” 


“You could at least try?” 
She sighs and nods. 


“Alright, but | canna promise anything. Stay hidden until | 
come back to ye.” 


| wait for what seems like an eternity until Anthea rushes 
back, white faced. 


“She is gone, Leonora, she is gone.” 

At first, | dinna understand. 

“What do ye mean gone?” 

“She is no’ in her room!” 

“Perhaps she is elsewhere in the Castle?” 

“No’ at this hour, | must let her mother know immediately.” 
“lam sure she will be found, perhaps | could help?” 


“No, ye hae done enough. Wait here, | will come back as 
soon as | can.” 


| dinna worry at first. | expect Anthea to come around the 
corner at any minute wi’ news. Tis only when men start 
milling around the courtyard that | begin to worry. 
Something is no’ right... 


| wait and wait until | canna bear it. | step into the courtyard, 
| must find out what is happening. Her brother Douglas is 
standing outside the stables shouting orders to the men. 


“Leonora is gone, and her horse is missing, here ye man, 
come here, we need as many men to ride out and find her. 


| step out into the light. 

“Yel n 

He recognises me immediately. 
“Perhaps | can help?” 


At first, I think the lad is going to hit me, but he is too weary 
for that. 


“Dinna ye think ye hae done enough?” 


| hang ma’ head. “Perhaps that is true, but surely another 
pair o’ hands will help?” 


He looks unsure for a moment, but then something changes 
his mind. “What I think o’ ye doesnae matter, Leonora is 
under the impression that she is in love wi’ ye, e’en though | 
hae told her ye are no good, Ye may hae a better chance o’ 
finding her, and redeem some o’ yer lewd behaviour from 
last night.” 


| am gi’en a horse and set off into the night to find her. 


| dinna ken the area and ride for about an hour before 
returning. No doubt she will get tired o’ riding and hae 
returned home by now. The castle is ablaze wi’ lights when | 
return, the place still in a state o’ panic. The lass has no’ 
appeared. The other riders hae returned from their search 
wi’ no luck. Her father stands in the courtyard, his head in 
his hands, unsure o’ what to do for the best. At first, he 
doesnae recognise me, he is so caught up in his worry. Tis 
only when Douglas appears that he calls me over. 


“Father, this is Angus Ross.” 


At first, | think the man is going to hit me, but like his son, 
he is too worried to be angry. 


Instead, he looks weary. 


“| should hae ye, horse-whipped sir, but that wouldnae help 
me find ma’ daughter. Tis almost dark, and | fear that we 
may hae lost her already. Indeed, if she is outside all night, 
then she will surely die...she isnae strong after her illness.” 
He looks up at the gathering clouds... it will be difficult wi’ 
out the light o’ the moon. 

The man's pain is only comparable to ma’ own. 

“I will find her sir, | will go back out, and I swear | willnae 
return until | have found her.” 


He nods his head before turning away, nothing left to say to 
me. | remount ma’ horse and set off into the darkness, and in 
the opposite direction from which I came. 


| am a desperate man, if anything should happen to ma’ 
love, then ma’ life too would be over... how could | live wi’ 
all o’ the guilt? Tis all ma’ fault. If | had ne’er followed the 
lass at Inverness, if | had let our eyes meet just once and let 
her walk away... but, how could I? | hae waited all ma’ life for 
such a lass. It has been a foolish notion to think such a girl 
could be mine. For a moment | feel the angry tears wash ma’ 
face. | hae ne’er cried since | was a laddie and quickly wipe 
them away. What use are tears to Leonora if | canna find 
her? Stopping by the little bridge | try and imagine what she 
would do. Was her intention just to run away, or did she hae 
a different purpose. | think back to her face the previous 
night, her words o’ anger Perhaps she thinks that I hae 
headed back for Inverness... where else could | go? If it is the 
wrong decision then all will be lost, but | decide to take the 
road out o’ Muir Ord and through to Inverness. Perhaps she 
is already in Inverness tucked up cosily in a bed at some 
inn? 

Setting off wi’ high hopes, | ride, mile after mile, but with 
each passing minute ma’ spirits sink. What if | am wrong? 
Turning a bend, | see a white shape in the distance, | 
increase ma’ pace, and as | near, | see that it is a horse, a 
white horse. Leonora’s horse, but the lass is no’ riding it, and 
tis wandering freely along the road, perhaps trying to find its 
way back to Muir Ord. Dismounting ma’ steed, | walk slowly 
towards the mare so as no’ to frighten the poor thing. Tis a 
gentle creature and comes easily to ma’ calling. The 
unfortunate horse is limping, and | notice one o’ the horse- 
shoes hanging off. Something must hae happened. 

“Hello girl, hello Beauty, do ye remember me?” 


Holding out ma’ hand, | pat her nose gently. “There, there 
lass, where is yer mistress?” She whinnies back into the 
night as if in reply. 

“Where is she lass, where is she?” 


Taking the free reigns o’ both horses, | walk steadily along 
the side o’ the road. The horse could hae wandered miles, or 
just a short distance. Leonora has owned the horse since she 
was a lass, and | didnae think she would stray far from her 
mistress. 


As we walk along, the sky starts to clear, the clouds now 
scudding across the sky until the moon is shining brightly 
across the land again. Ma’ eyes keenly search the ditch at 
the side o’ the road as we walk. Where are ye, Leonora? 

And then | see it. At first, just a dark shape laying on the 
ground, and as | approach, | can see tis a figure... tis Leonora. 
| rush to her side, she is lying still, and | feel a sharp pain 
inside ma’ breast. 


“Leonora?” 


Her face is as white as snow in the pale moonlight, and for a 
moment I think | hae lost her. Her tiny body is cold as | lift 
her gently into ma’ arms. 


“Leonora, ma’ love, oh ma’ Leonora, dinna leave me lass!” 


She makes a faint sound, hardly audible, but tis there. | 
listen carefully and can just about hear her quiet breathing. | 
hold her closer, trying to bring warmth into her cold body, 
and weep against her fragile form. 


“Hold on, ma’ love, hold on.” 


| lift her in ma’ arms, she is so light, just like a child. | canna 
put her on horseback, | will hae to carry her back to the 
castle, and so | set off on the slow walk back, the two horses 
instinctively following behind me. 

As we walk, | feel ma’ body start to warm her. 


“We will soon be safely home ma’ love, ye will see. If ye live 
ma’ love, | promise that we will hae that cottage wi’ roses 
around the door. We shall hae bairns, a lassie, and a laddie, 
and | shall make ye the happiest woman in all o’ the world. 
Dinna die on me lass, live, and | promise ye the world...” 


For a moment, her eyelids flicker and open for a second, and 
a gentle smile o’ recognition plays across her lips. “Angus 
ma’ love...” 

KK KKK 


It takes o’er two hours to walk back to the castle. Ma’ arms 
ache, but ma’ burden is no’ heavy. As | approach the castle, | 
see that the place is still ablaze wi’ lights, and as soon as | 
enter the courtyard, the men come running out. 

Her father and brother are the first to greet us. 

“In here, man, get her by the fire. The physician is already 
here to see to her.” 

| lay her gently onto the couch and step back into the 
shadows. | watch fora moment as her family gathers by her 
side, even Andrew has arrived and kneels by her side and 
takes her hand. This is no’ the place for me, and | step back 
out into the night. 

| suddenly realise that ma’ dreams are no’ to be. What life 
would the lass hae wi’ me, what could | gi’e her? She is 
better here, safe and warm wi’ her family. | hae only brought 
trouble and sickness into her life. | am just about to slip out 
o’ the gates unnoticed when a voice calls me back. 

“Angus!” 

| turn to see Anthea hurrying down the steps. 

“Wait a moment.” 

She runs to me wi’ tears in her eyes. 

“Thank ye for bringing her safely back, Angus. | ken that | 
hae spoken harshly to ye in the past, and ye deserved it, but 
ye are a good man Angus Ross. What will ye do?” 

“| think tis best that | should return to Inverness.” 

She nods, “Aye, maybe ye are right, but ye canna walk. Take 
one o’ the horses, and | will arrange wi’ Simon to send one o’ 
the men to bring him back, tis the least we can do.” 

“Aye, thank ye lass, tis a canny walk.” 


She hesitates and then hugs me. 
“Tell Leonora to be happy, will ye?” 


The lass nods, and | ride off into the night wi ‘out looking 
back. 


CHAPTER 14 


Leonora 


| hae a funny sort o’ dream. | am in a cold and dark place, 
and there is danger, but then | see Angus’s face smiling 
down at me. | feel his warm body around me, and suddenly | 
am at peace, and all is well. Then | feel a different warmth, 
the glow o’ a fire, ma’ mother and father and Douglas all 
looking down at me, and someone is holding ma’ hand. | 
think tis Angus, but when | open ma’ eyes, tis Andrew. | feel 
confused and disappointed, but then all is dark once again... 
| wake in bed, ma’ head fuzzy. The room is dim, and as a try 
to move | feel a sharp pain in ma’ leg and cry out. A man wi’ 
white hair rushes to looks o’er me, and then ma’ mother. 


“She is awake, tis a good sign.” 


He takes ma’ wrist and feels ma’ pulse and then peers into 
ma’ eyes and feels ma’ forehead. 

“The fever has passed. My, my, ye are a lucky lass Leonora 
McKenzie.” 

| try to sit up, but the pain is too great. 

“Leonora...try no’ to move... ye hae had a bad break to yer 
leg.” 

Ma’ mother sits on ma’ bed and strokes ma’ brow. “We nearly 
lost ye again, Leonora, but now ye will be well. | will go and 
tell yer father the good news and send Anthea to sit wi’ ye.” 
Mother disappears wi’ the doctor, and soon Anthea is by ma’ 
side, weeping and kissing me. 

“Och, mistress, | thought we had really lost ye this time.” 
“What has happened to me?” 


She sits on ma’ bed next to me. “Ye hae been ill. Dinna ye 
remember anything lass?” 


| struggle to think back. | remember riding on Beauty before 
being thrown to the side o’ the road. Suddenly it all comes 
flooding back. 


“| was on ma’ way to Inverness to find Angus, poor Beauty 
must hae stumbled. | lay in the ditch for a long time Anthea, 
| couldnae move, and | thought | would ne’er be found. | 
didnae even mind, | just wanted to die. | was so cold, | could 
feel myself slipping away. And then I dreamed that Angus 
came and carried me home...oh, what happened, Anthea?” 


“It wasnae a dream lass. All o’ yer father’s men were out 
looking for ye on the hills, but it was growing dim, and so 
was the chance o’ finding ye. Angus had returned to the 
castle and offered to go and find ye and find ye he did. He 
carried ye back to the castle, o’er two miles the man walked 
wi’ ye in his arms.” 


“Oh Anthea, | remember feeling at peace in his arms, where 
is he, | must thank him!” 

The lass shakes her head. 

“He returned back to Inverness, he kens that tis hopeless 
lass, and although he loves ye, he has let ye go. Dinna fight 
it lass, tis for the best.” 

“But | must thank him, surely, | must see him again, 
Anthea?” 

She shakes her head. “Nay lass, let it be. Tis better this way.’ 
When mother comes to see me, | plead wi’ her. 

“Please, mother, just let me see Angus, just once more. The 
man saved ma’ life!” 

“Leonora. Ye hae broken yer leg and will no’ be going 
anywhere. O’ course yer father and | are grateful to Mr Ross 
for finding ye, and | think yer father may e’en send him 
some money, but yer father will no’ let the man into the 


A 


castle. He is to blame for all o’ this Leonora, and ye must 
forget him, he is no’ a suitable man for ye. Now rest and get 
well for we hae a wedding to arrange when ye are better.” 


| lay back as my father and Douglas come to see me. | 
understand them all too well. The money is being sent to 
keep Angus away, payment for no’ seeing me again. The 
doctor gi’es me a draft for the pain, and | soon feel sleepy 
and do no’ want to talk. As | close ma’ eyes, all | can see is 
Angus. 
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“Ye must eat something lass, or ye will be ill again!” 


Anthea sits with a bowl o’ soup by the side 0’ ma’ bed and 
tries to get me to eat, but | am no’ hungry. | feel sick wi’ the 
pain, but that is no’ the reason. | think about Angus carrying 
me back to the castle, he loves me, he really loves me, and | 
love him. | canna marry Andrew or anyone else, and | need 
to make ma’ family understand. 


By breakfast the next day, | am starting to feel hungry but 
refuse the bowl o’ porridge that is set before me. | do the 
same wi’ the chicken broth at lunch and dinner. 

“Ye must eat ma’ love, or the doctor says ye will no’ get 
better.” Mother brings a spoonful o’ the mixture to ma’ lips, 
but I tighten ma’ mouth and turn ma’ head away. 

“lam no’ hungry mother” 

“But ye must eat lass, or ye will no’ be well!” 

| can hear the desperation in her voice. 

“What is the point mother, if | can no’ be wi’ the man | 
love?” 

“Ye must forget him, Leonora. Yer father sent hima 
substantial amount o’ money. Believe me, ye will ne’er see 
him again.” 

| canna believe it. If Angus stays away, then it will no’ be for 
the money, it will be because he loves me, and thinks tis for 


the best. 


A second day goes by and then a third, and still, | do no’ eat. 
| can feel myself getting weaker and weaker, but I will no’ 
gi’e in, e’en when ma’ mother tries to force me to eat. 

“Ye will die, Leonora, is that what ye want, a young lass wi’ 
all o’ her life ahead o’ her? Think o’ yer father and me, think 
o’ poor Andrew?” 


| shake ma’ head sadly. “I dinna want Andrew, mother, | want 
Angus.” 


CHAPTER 15 


Angus 


| return to Inverness wi’ only a small amount 0’ money in ma’ 
pocket and no work. Tis now winter, and labouring jobs are 
hard to come by. | am tempted to spend ma’ last few coins 
on ale, but ma’ stomach turns at the thought. If it were no’ 
for the alcohol, | might ne’er hae been in this predicament in 
the first place. | return to the only place that | can think o’, 
to see Father Jacob and Brother Michael at the monastery. At 
least | can send word back to the castle for someone to pick 
the horse up from there. In the morning | can think about 
the rest o’ ma’ life...a life wi’ out Leonora. Ma’ friends are 
pleased to see me and offer food and a bed for the night. | 
quickly scribble a note to Alexander McKenzie, telling him 
where he can pick up the horse, to be sent on wi’ the early 
coach. After a small meal o’ cheese and bread, a deep 
tiredness o'er takes me. | hae ne’er felt so weary in all o’ ma’ 
life. 

| am awoken the next morning by Brother Michael. A man 
has been sent from Muir Ord for the horse, and there is a 
small package for me. | open it up and am surprised to see a 
wad o’ notes, £100. | hae ne’er held so much money. Tis 
money to keep me away from Leonora, of that there is nae 
doubt...| dinna want the money from Alexander McKenzie, | 
will nae be bought in this way. | hastily rise and rush out into 
the central courtyard, just in time to see the man from Muir 
Ord mount his horse. 


“Wait!” 
| walk quickly to the man's side. 


“Gi’e, this back to yer master, tell him that | dinna want his 
money. Also, tell him no’ to worry, | will no’ try to see his 
daughter again, but | do no’ need money to keep away. | do 
it for the good o’ the lass, that is all.” 


The man looks surprised and seems hesitant to take back 
the package, but | thrust it into his hands before | can punch 
him. After all, tis no’ his fault. 


“Thank yer master for the gesture, but I dinna want his 
money.” 


Without another word, the man rides away, and once again, | 
am left on ma’ own. | feel the rage rising wi’ in me, Tisnae 
fair, nothing is fair in this life it seems. The only lass | love, 
and | canna have her. Ma’ own life is hardly worth living now, 
what use is a man wi’ out love, wi’ out a good woman by his 
side to soothe the savage beast wi’ in his breast? Outside | 
can see Father Michael in the garden tending to his plants 
wi’ all the care of a lover to his mistress. He seems happy. 
Aye content, | suppose he has the good Lord instead o’ a 
woman, and his garden. Perhaps | should stay here, become 
a monk and remain here for the rest 0’ ma’ days. | shall 
certainly ne’er love another like Leonora. 
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During the days that pass, | try no’ to think about the lassie, 
what good will it do me, a broken heart and a broken man. 
She comes to me in ma’ dreams, calling out in the darkness. 
| can see her beautiful face, those deep eyes glittering wi’ 
love, | can almost reach out and touch her, feel her warmth, 
the softness o’ her curves, the sweetness 0’ her lips. It 
torments and pulls at ma’ soul, and | wake to reach out for 
her, but the room is empty, filled only wi’ silence and the 
beating o’ ma’ heart. 

| can tell that the Brothers are worried about me too, | canna 
eat, and | sleep little. They are so good to me here that | 
dinna deserve their care, ma’ appetite for life has gone, and 


though | try to think on other things, she is always there, at 
the back o’ ma’ mind, and instead, o’ getting any easier, the 
pain seems to worsen. 


“Have faith,” Brother Michael lays his hand on ma’ arm as | 
sit wi’ ma’ porridge untouched before me on the table. “God 
tests us in many different ways Angus, but he willnae desert 
ye. Pray to the Lord, and he will hear what is in yer heart, he 
will no’ let ye endure more than ye can bear. Perhaps ye 
were meant to come to us, perhaps tis God’s purpose for ye? 
Here, take this... it may gi’e ye some comfort.” 

He hands me a small, leather bound bible, but | wonder if | 
will find any comfort in it. 


Back in ma’ room, | sit on the bed and pull out the little 
book. | hae no’ looked inside a bible since ma’ mother made 
me read out loud from it on Sunday evenings, in front o’ the 
fire after dinner. The pages fall open to where Brother 
Michael has placed a bookmark at Corinthians 1 Verse 13. 


If | speak in the tongues of men or of angels but do not have 
love, I am only a resounding gong or a clanging cymbal. If | 
have the gift of prophecy and can fathom all mysteries and 
all knowledge, and if I have a faith that can move 
mountains, but do not have love, | am nothing. IfI give all | 
possess to the poor and give over my body to hardship that 
I may boast, but do not have love, | gain nothing. 

Love is patient, love is kind. It does not envy, it does not 
boast, Tis not proud. It does not dishonour others, Tis not 
self-seeking, Tis not easily angered, it keeps no record of 
wrongs. Love does not delight in evil but rejoices with the 
truth. It always protects, always trusts, always hopes, 
always perseveres. 


Love never fails. But where there are prophecies, they will 
cease; where there are tongues, they will be stilled; where 


there is knowledge, it will pass away. For we know in 


part and we prophesy in part, but when completeness 
comes, what is in part disappears. When I was a child, | 
talked like a child, | thought like a child, | reasoned like a 
child. When I became a man, | put the ways of 


childhood behind me. For now we see only a reflection as in 
a ma'rror; then we shall see face to face. Now I know in 
part; then I shall know fully, even as I am fully known. 


And now these three remain faith, hope, and love. But the 
greatest of these is love. 

| have no’ prayed since | was a laddie, and when the bell 
tolls for prayers later that day, | find myself heading for the 
small chapel. Even though tis still daylight, the small 
chamber is dark, smelling of wood and the old hymn books. 
A great cross stands in front o’ the altar, and | close ma’ eyes 
as | kneel before it. 


If ye can hear me, Lord, hae mercy on a sinner. Ye say that 
the greatest gift is love, but yet | canna hae the lass I love. 
Help me to stop thinkin’ o’ her, but most o’ all Lord, take 
care o’ Leonora and gi’e her a long and happy life. | dinna 
care for myself but make the lass happy... 

But why should god listen to a sinner like me..? 

Suddenly the small chapel is overbearing, claustrophobic, 
and as soon as I can, | head outside and take a deep breath 
o’ the good Scottish air, pure nectar to ma’ soul, and fora 
moment it soothes me. | wander into the garden, ma’ mind 
no’ in a fit state for the company o’ other men, feeling the 
warmth o’ the sun on ma’ back, the gentle breeze playing 
softly in the tree’s bringing the scent o’ the sweet herbs. 
Wild thyme and lavender, the smells that remind me so 
much o’ ma’ love... will | ne’er be free from this pain... 
Voices bring me back to the moment, and | turn to see 
Father Jacob and Brother Michael heading in ma’ direction. 
They are like family to me, but for now, | canna bear the pity 


in their eyes, and I step back into the tree’s so that | dinna 
hae to speak wi’ them. 


“Tis a tragedy to be sure Brother Michael, but tis best that 
he doesnae hear about this. The poor man has been through 
too much, and what would be gained. The Lord has guided 
him here for some reason, and we must help him, | am sorry 
for the lass Leonora... .” 


| hear Father Jacob’s words, and ma’ heart almost stops 
beating...something must hae happened to the lass. | step 
quickly from ma’ hiding place... 

“What news, Father?” 

The two men are shocked to see me, and | see the quick look 
that passes from the older to the younger man. 

“Angus, we didnae see you there. Tis a fine day, is it not?” 

| canna play games. “What has happened, Father, | heard ye 
mention the lasses name, what has happened to her...?” 

For a moment, the smiling face o’ Father Jacob drops into 
one o’ deep thought, and I can see his predicament, but | 
need to ken and place a rough hand on the priest's shoulder. 
“Tell me, Father, tell me what ye ken o’ Leonora. Ye must...” 
He looks me in the eyes, those bright, clear eyes o’ his full o’ 
concern. 

“One o’ the Brothers heard in the town that Leonora is very 
ill, dying they say. She must no’ hae recovered from her 
injury Angus, | am very sorry...” 

| let go o’ Father Jacob, the breath knocked from ma’ body. 

“I must go to her...” 

“No, Angus, that would no’ be a good idea. Think about it, 
man, what worldly good could ye do, and | doubt the folks at 
the castle will let ye see her. Tis best to leave everything in 
the good Lord's hands...” 

“The Lord be damned,” | snap back, suddenly seeing red, 
but regretting ma’ words as soon as they are spoken. 


“Sorry, Father, | didnae mean that ye are good people, but | 
must try and see the lass, ye wouldn’t understand...” 


Father Jacob smiles benevolently upon me and places a 
kindly hand on ma’ shoulder, his bright blue eyes a little 
cloudy. “I ken a little o’ what ye are going through Angus. 
Before | was called to follow the Lord, when | was a young 
man, | loved a lass too.” 

| see young Brother Michael's eyes open wide at his 
superior’s revelation. Father Jacob laughs. “Yes, Michael, 
dinna look so shocked... loving a lass is no sin. Dinna forget 
what the good Lord said, Three things will last forever- faith, 
hope, and love- and the greatest of these is love... tis a most 
humbling experience. Now, Angus, although I dinna advise 
it, ye must do what ye think is right in yer heart. Take the 
Carriage and horses from the stable, and God speed.” 


Clasping a surprised Father to ma’ chest | utter ma’ thanks 
before quickly heading to ma’ room to make myself look 
respectable, and wi’ in the time it takes to harness the hoses 
onto the carriage, | am away. 

The road is straight, and one that the horses know well. Ma’ 
mind is turning wi’ the words | shall say to the lass, what | 
will do if they dinna let me see her... am so deep in ma’ own 
thoughts that | hardly notice the horse galloping at speed 
towards me. | slow down a little to let it pass, and see the 
rider is Leonora’s brother, Douglas. As he passes, he glances 
across at me, his eyes wide as they meet ma’ own. 


“Whoa, boy.” 

He pulls his horse to a sharp halt just after he has passed, 
and | wonder what his business is. | dinna stop for | must 
reach the castle while | still hae time. 

“Angus Ross?” 


The man shouts ma’ name, and | slow the horses down and 
turn to see him riding back towards me. 


“Angus Ross, is it ye, man?” 


| dinna want any trouble, no’ now, no’ when | want to see 
ma’ Leonora, but | nod as he trots on slowly by ma’ side. 


“| hae come from the castle, ma’ sister, she is no’ well and 
has been asking for ye... will ye come, man?” 


A pang o’ hope strikes through ma’ heart at his words. 


“Aye, | hae just heard the news and was heading there 
myself, thank ye...” 


| smile, but Douglas doesnae return it. 


“Dinna thank me if it were ma’ decision | wouldnae let ye 
near the place, but ye are the only person Leonora wants to 
see. God knows why...the lass is feverish, but mother thinks 
it might be her only hope to see ye. If anything should 
happen to ma’ sister | hold ye to blame. Now follow me, with 
haste.” 


| dinna argue wi’ the man and press the horses on quickly, 
and tis no’ long before we reach the castle at Muir Ord. A 
woman steps into the courtyard at the sound o’ the carriage 
approaching, her face is white, and she looks like she 
hasnae slept for many days. The woman is bonnie, and | can 
see the resemblance to Leonora and guess that it must be 
her mother. 


| watch as the young man embraces the woman, and | step 
down from the carriage and wait awkwardly, no’ knowing 
quite what to say. 

“Mr Ross,” the lad calls me over, “This is ma’ mother Lady 
Avril McKenzie, she will take ye to ma’ sister.” 

| hold out ma’ hand to the woman, and see her eyes look 
warily o’er me. 

“Ye had better follow me, Mr Ross, time is o’ the essence.” 
We step through the great oak doors and cross a stone 
flagged hallway to a large staircase. | follow fora moment in 
silence, until | find that | hae to speak. 

“How is the lass, how is Leonora?” 


The sound o’ ma’ voice makes the woman stop on the stairs 
and look back at me, bright blue eyes weighing me up. She 
must see the concern on ma’ face for after a moment her 
face softens. “Leonora is no’ well, Mr Ross. She has a fever 
and is delirious, but for some reason keeps calling out yer 
name. | thought that if she heard yer voice...” For a moment 
she struggles to hold back her emotions, swallowing hard 
before speaking again. 


“Thank ye, Lady McKenzie.” 


“Do no’ thank me, Mr Ross, | do no’ approve of ye, but |am 
doing this for Leonora’s sake. Ma’ husband thinks tis a bad 
idea and will no’ welcome ye...tis probably best that ye two 
dinna meet.” 


| nod, now is no’ the time for fighting, and we continue on in 
silence. 


She pushes open a familiar door, into Leonora’s room. The 
window drapes are closed, and despite the warmth o’ the 
day, an enormous fire blazes in the hearth. Anthea is sat, 
pressing her mistress’s brow with a wet cloth, and the 
physician stands as Lady McKenzie introduces me. 


Ma’ loves beautiful face lies pale and still amongst the huge 
pillows, and ma’ heart lurches as | wonder if | am already too 
late. 


The white- haired physician hovers by her bedside. 


“Mr Ross, ye must know that young Lady Leonora here is 
gravely ill, | hae doubts she will last the night. She is young 
and healthy, and | canna see why this infection has taken 
such a hold o’er her. Lady McKenzie has no doubt told ye 
that she has been calling out yer name, and although these 
are trying circumstances for the family, we thought it might 
help if the lass heard yer voice. The rest is up to the good 
Lord.” 


| look from the doctor to Lady McKenzie, no’ quite knowing 
what to do. 


“Come, sit by the bed, speak to her, let her ken that ye are 
here...” 


Anthea moves from her seat by the bed. | smile at the lass, 
but she does no’ return it..tis evident that the whole castle 
blames me for this, and perhaps they are right. If | had ne’er 
met the lass, she would be happy, probably married to that 
callow youth Andrew...! try and push such thoughts away... 
now is no’ the time... 


| sit, still feeling awkward, all eyes on me. 

“Well say something, Mr Ross...”, Lady McKenzie sighs 
impatiently 

| clear ma’ throat. | hae so many words that | hae thought to 
say to the lass, but in this company, they stick in ma’ throat. 


“Leonora... |... .” 


The wise old doctor see’s ma’ predicament and comes to ma’ 
rescue. “You are tired, Lady Avril, ye have been here all 
night. Go and hae a wee lie down. Anthea and | can stay 
here to keep an eye on Mr Ross.” 


| can see that the woman is hesitant to leave her daughter 
wi’ such a brute as me, but wi’ a little more coaxing from the 
good doctor, he escorts her from the room, leaving me alone 
with Leonora and her maid. As soon as the door closes, | take 
one o’ the lasses limp hands in ma’ own and bring it 
tenderly to ma’ lips. 


“Och, ma sweetest Leonora, ma’ lassie, what hae I done to 
ye ma’ sweet...?” | feel the tears fall quickly from ma’ eyes 
and splash onto the pale fingers o’ ma’ love. 

“Stop that at once Angus Ross!”, Anthea calls to me harshly 
across the room. 


“Now is no’ the time to be feeling sorry for yerself, Sir. Pull 
yerself together and be strong for the lass, speak to her, tell 
her ye love her. I will leave ye together alone for a short 
while.” 


She crosses the floor to leave. 
“Anthea, I...” 


“Save yer words for Leonora, Angus. | dinna ken what she 
sees in ye, but if ye can restore ma’ mistress to health, then | 
will be forever in yer debt.” The girl manages a small smile 
at me as she closes the door behind her. 


At last, | am alone wi’ ma’ love. Her beautiful brow is 
glistening with sweat, her beautiful hair dull and matted. 
Taking up the bowl o’ water and cloth where Anthea has left 
it, | dab her forehead gently. 


“lam here, lass. Leonora, tis me, Angus. Oh ma’ love, dinna 
leave me now. | couldnae bear no’ seeing ye again... | 
couldnae take it if ye left this world lass. Just Knowing that 
ye are in it makes the world a better place. Find the strength 
love, find the strength to live...” 


Her head moves slightly on the pillows, and her eyes flicker 
for the briefest o’ moments, “An..gus...” Her breath is short 

and raspy, but she speaks ma’ name before drifting off into 
her twilight world once again. 


“Lam here ma’ love, | am here.” 


| dinna notice the time pass as | sit wi’ the lass, and hold her 
hand and stroke her brow, constantly whispering ma’ words 
o’ love to her, hoping that somewhere in the darkness she 
will hear me. Bowls o’ soup and plates o’ bread and cheese 
are brought for me, but | am no’ hungry. Anthea makes up 
the fire when it burns low, and the sun soon passes from 
east to west, and before long, tis dark. The physician checks 
on Leonora several times, and although each time | ask how 
she is, he only shrugs and tells me tis in the hands o’ god. | 
hae heard that so often today, that after he leaves the room, 
| put ma’ hands together to pray. 

“Lord, if ye can hear me, know that I would gi’ ma’ life 
willingly for that o’ this lass. This pure, beautiful lass. Dinna 
blame her for ma’ sins Lord, if ye find any fault, find it in me. 


If love is a sin, then | ama sinner, for | love this lass wi’ all o’ 
ma’ heart...” 


The door clicks softly, and it breaks ma’ prayer. | look up to 
see Lady McKenzie standing by the door. 

“| dinna mean to disturb ye at prayer, Mr Ross.” She seems 
slightly bewildered by the fact that | hae been speaking wi’ 
God, and she crosses to sit on the bed opposite me. 


“Even a heathen can pray, Lady McKenzie. | hae been 
reminded many times today that we are all in the Lord's 
hands, perhaps ma’ words willnae hurt?” 


She smiles, a real smile that reaches her eyes this time, and 
makes me feel more at ease. “I think that yer words to 
Leonora will do more good, Mr Ross.” 


We sit in silence for a while, the only sound the crackling o’ 
the fire and Leonora’s uneven breaths, but after a while, | 
can feel her eyes upon me and am forced to look up. 

“It doesnae seem long since | was Leonora’s age, | was 
eighteen when | met Alex.” 

Her voice fills the room, and | am surprised by the intimacy 
o’ her words. 

“Tis difficult to let yer children go, Mr Ross, especially when 
ye have hopes and dreams for them.” 

| nod in agreement. “Aye, ye were no’ expecting a man, old 
enough to be her father, that is to be sure, and who can 
blame ye?” 

Lady Avril fidgets wi’ the large emerald ring on her finger 
and looks at me earnestly. 

“Alex was twice ma’ age when we met. Just the same as you 
and Leonora.” 

“But yer husband was a Laird, | hae no’ much to offer...” 
She stops me sharp, “But ye hae love Mr Ross, | heard yer 
prayer as | came in. When | met Alex, he lived in a croft wi’ 
his mother. The lairdship had been taken from him, his 


father killed by ma’ father...so you see, it was no’ easy for 
us, Mr Ross, and | ken something of what ye are going 
through. Over the years | seem to hae forgotten, Alex too, 
about the mountains we had to climb to be together 
because we loved each other.” 


For a moment, she dabs at the corner o’ her eye, “If anything 
should happen to Leonora, Mr Ross, it will be my fault, mine, 
and my husband for no’ allowing our daughter to love freely. 
Ye would hae thought that everything we had been through 
would hae made us different from our own parents, more 
understanding, but...” 

| reach across and touch her arm tenderly for a moment. 
“Dinna blame yerself. | should hae come to speak to ye both 
like a man. Love is no’ something to be hidden away, Lady 
McKenzie.” 


Wiping her eyes, she smiles across to me, stretching out a 
hand in friendship. “Please, call me Avril, Mr Ross.” | take her 
hand warmly, 

“Aye, | will, but only if ye call me Angus?” 

“Tis much to ask Mr Ross... Angus, especially the way ye hae 
been treated, but would ye sit wi’ Leonora tonight? She 
looks so much more at peace since ye arrived, ye are our last 
hope, Sir? | will stay here too to keep ye company.” 


| look into her weary, blue eyes. “Nay lass, ye go to bed, | 
can summon the bell for Anthea if there is a change, try and 
rest. | will keep safe watch o’er the lass if ye trust me wi’ 
her?” 

She nods, “Aye Angus Ross, | do.” 


KKK KK 


| seem to hear every tick o’ the mantle clock, every quarter 
chime o’ the stairs clock... watching the laboured breath o’ 
ma’ love, wiping her brow, holding her hand, and telling her 


how very much | love her. As the hour's pass, | can feel ma’ 
eyes start to blur, and a yawn cross ma’ lips. 


“An...gus, Angus...” Her voice jolts ma’ head upright, | must 
hae been asleep, as the fire is low. 

“Leonora?” Her face looks even paler in the moonlight, 
almost waxy with perspiration, as her head thrashes to and 
fro on the pillow, | quickly grab her hand. 


“Lam here ma’ love, | am here.” 


For a moment, her eyes flicker open, and she stares wildly 
into the night, “Angus, An..gus...” Her hand wraps tightly 
around ma’ own as her breathing becomes more rapid. 


“Here | am, ma’ love.” | look into her eyes, but they canna 
see me, she is still too far away, and | reach for the cloth to 
soothe her brow. The skin burns beneath ma’ touch as | wipe 
away the beads o’ sweat from her forehead, and | feel real 
fear in ma’ heart. 


“Live, ma’ darling Leonora, ye must live. If ye live | promise 
ye the world. | shall build ye a cottage wi’ roses around the 
door, the little vegetable garden, and an apple tree. We shall 
sit under the tree when it is in bloom and know how lucky 
we are to have each other. We shall hae children, a girl, and 
a boy, just like ye wish, and when we are old and grey, have 
grandchildren around our feet. But ye must live ma’ darling 
Leonora, ye must live...” 


| hold her hand, but the lass is restless. Her skin is still 
burning hot, two small red spots appearing in her cheeks, 
ma’ heart grows cold wi’ fear, and | ring for Anthea to 
summon the physician and Lady McKenzie. 


| sit in the servant’s kitchen wi’ the maid. It has been o’er an 
hour since the good doctor went to see Leonora and has 
been there e’er since. The Laird and his wife are wi’ their 
daughter, and it was no’ ma’ place to stay, although Lady 
Avril has softened towards me, I think it would be difficult for 
both the Laird and his son to e’er welcome me. Even Anthea 


is acting cold, she has given me bread, cheese, and ale, at 
the request o’ Lady Avril, but offers no warmth, no sharing of 
our mutual plight, as we sit in misery at the cold kitchen 
table. 


They say that the darkest hour is just before dawn, | hae 
seen it myself as a young man, camped out in the 
battlefield, on night duty, keeping a watchful eye out for the 
English. The fear | felt then was nothing compared wi’ the 
fear in ma’ heart right now. | close ma’ eyes and try to pray 
again, but | canna, somehow | feel that the Lord has 
abandoned me. Tisnae good... | canna sit in the silence, and 
rising from the table, | step across the kitchen and out into 
the night, feeling Anthea’s eyes upon me as I go. As I reach 
the door, the girl calls out to me. 


“If ma’ mistress dies, then ye will be to blame Angus Ross, 
and | hope that ye rot in hell!” 


Tis a beautiful night, the moon round and full, the indigo sky 
full o’ stars, the whole o’ the universe spread out before me. 
Ma’ life is Leonora... everything | had e’er wanted is Leonora. 
She has filled the empty space in ma’ life, and without her | 
am no one. A rage burns wi’ in me, suddenly all o’ the pent- 
up grief o’ the night bubbles o’er, shifting as a great pain 
crosses ma’ heart. Balling ma’ fist, | raise it towards the 
heavens, shaking it angrily at the globe o’ the moon and 
hear myself shouting, “Ye shall no’ take her, ye shall no’...” 


Tis the last o’ ma’ energy, and | suddenly feel the tiredness, 
the weariness 0’ ma’ soul, and lean back against the cold 
stone wall o’ the castle to take ma’ weight. The words o’ the 
maid come back to haunt me, surely now ma’ soul will rot in 
hell if the lass dies, ma’ life will be hell wi ‘out her anyway. 
“Mr Ross?” 

Ma’ name rings out across the cobbles, and | turn around to 
see Douglas. The lad looks at me hesitantly but walks across 
to where | am, but all collapsed. 


“Mr Ross, ma’ mother, she has sent me to tell ye. Tis good 
news, the Doctor says the fever has broken, and Leonora is 
over the worse. She will live Mr Ross, she will live” Our eyes 
meet, and we share a moment o’ recognition before he 


returns inside. Tis only then that I see it, a thin sliver o’ light 
on the horizon... hope. 


CHAP TER 16 


Leonora 


Tis a strange feeling as if being pulled from a deep cavern 
and back into the light. For a moment, I dinna ken where | 
am, the room is dark, or ma’ eyes are blurry, or both. Ma’ 
head aches, and | can feel ma’ night gown clinging to ma’ 
body. Faces begin to take shape, white spheres at first that 
gain clarity, first our physician, then mother and father. | try 
to sit up but fall back onto the pillows, ma’ head feeling as 
though it will burst. | hear the soothing tones o’ the doctor. 
“There, there lass, dinna exert yerself, lie still. Ye hae been 
very ill, but ye will get better. Now just lie still, and I will 
fetch ye some water.” 

Ma’ mother is smiling down at me, | try to speak, but ma’ lips 
are dry and cracked. She strokes ma’ forehead, and I can see 
that she has been crying, “Leonora, ye hae come back to us 
ma’ dear, ma’ brave, brave Leonora.” | try and think o’ what 
has happened, but ma’ mind is a blur. Then father is holding 
ma’ hand, kissing ma’ forehead, looking at me with concern, 
then Douglas appears...| close ma’ eyes again, trying to 
think, think, then | seem to remember, he was here, calling 
ma’ name, holding ma’ hand. 


“Angus!” 

“There, there, dearest. Drink this water, it will do ye good.” 
| notice the look mother gives ma’ father as | sip the cold 
liquid. 

“Angus Ross, he was here?” 


Ma’ mother nods. “Now ye must rest Leonora, try not to think 
about anything but getting better.” 


“But he was here?” 

She looks at ma’ father again, who nods, and she continues. 
“Aye lass, he was here. Ye had a fever and was calling out his 
name. We thought we might lose ye, so we asked Mr Ross to 
come and sit wi’ ye, we...” 

“Where is he..? | want to see him...” 

“He is with Anthea, downstairs ma’ love, but first ye must 
rest.” 

| try to struggle, but a sudden wave o’ tiredness overcomes 
me. 

“But | must speak with him, | must...” 

Ma’ eyes close as mother takes the glass from me. “There, 
there, rest ma’ dear. The good doctor has given ye a small 
sleeping powder to help ye rest. Dinna worry, yer father will 
speak wi’ Mr Ross. All will be well.” 

It canna be right, if | dinna stay awake then Angus will be 
gone, | must stay awake to see him, but although | try to 
fight it, | feel myself slipping further and further away from 
the room, and sinking into the darkness once again. 

The room is lighter when | awaken once more. Tis quiet, still, 
the only sound the ticking o’ the clock. A first | think that | 
am alone, but then something shifts to ma’ right, and | 
notice that there is a figure sitting in the chair next to me. 
“Father?” 

His head nods as ma’ voice wakes him from sleep, and his 
brown eyes smile down at me. 

“How are ye feeling, lass?” 

| try and sit up, ma’ body still weary, but ma’ head lighter. 
“Better father, have | been asleep long?” 

He laughs, “Aye lass, since yesterday, but dinna fret, the 
good doctor says ye should rest for a few weeks yet. Ye hae 
been very ill, and it will take time to recover. 


Angus’s name is on ma’ lips, but | am hesitant to mention 
him. 

“Father... may | ask ye something.” 

“Aye lass, anything, but dinna fret yerself.” 

“Where is he father? Where is Angus?” 

| see ma’ father sigh, even though he tries to hide it. 


“That man again lass, tell me, what is so special about this, 
Mr Angus Ross?” 


Despite ma’ weariness, | feel myself blush. “Och, father, Ye 
wouldnae understand such things, but I love the man. | ken 
that | am young, but | feel connected to the man, that it was 
meant to be, | canna explain it...” 


“Then, perhaps, | can? If ye feel like ye can ne’er bear to be 
separated from him, that ye hae known him all o’ yer life in 
just a few short hours, if the first time ye saw him, it was like 
a bolt o’ lightening hitting ye...” 


| stare open-mouthed at ma’ father, thinking that | must be 
dreaming, maybe | am still unwell? 

“Yes, father, that is it exactly, but how do ye ken? How do ye 
ken that is what | feel?” 


His eyes soften, “Because that is how | felt about yer mother, 
the first time | saw her... She has reminded me of a few 
things about those days when we first met, made me think 
about things that | had forgotten...” 

| lay back, holding his hand in silence for a few moments, 
seeing ma’ father wi’ new eyes. 

“But where... where is he father?” | struggle to sit up again. 
Patting ma’ hand, he stands. “If ye promise to rest, and no’ 
get too agitated, then | will fetch him.” 

| can hardly believe ma’ ears, ma’ father is going to fetch 
Angus for me. | open ma’ mouth to speak again, but think 
better o’ it, afraid to break the spell. Perhaps | am dreaming? 
As father leaves the room, | struggle to sit up and pull on the 


small bell at the side o’ ma’ bed, used for summoning 
Anthea. She is at ma’ side before the pull rope leaves ma’ 
hand. 


“Oh Mistress, | was outside and saw your father leaving, he 
said ye might ask for me. Tis so good to see ye...” Anthea 
hugs me carefully, tears shining in her eyes. 

“Anthea, father has gone to fetch Angus. Ye must make me 
look respectable for him.” 


She laughs at ma’ vanity as she fetches a brush to see to 
ma’ hair. 

“Oh Miss, | wouldnae let that worry ye. That man sat wi’ ye 
at the height o’ yer fever, holding yer hand and mopping yer 
brow. | dinna think he will care how ye look.” 

“He did all that for me, Anthea?” 

“Aye Miss, everyone had given up hope for ye, and as ye 
kept calling out his name, the doctor thought that it was the 
only chance. Luckily, yer mother talked yer father around, 
and yer brother went to fetch him.” 

| can feel ma’ heart swell wi’ love for Angus at her words. 
“And how is he?” 

For a moment, she hangs her head and is silent. 

“Oh, Miss, | am afraid that | hae no’ treated him well. Ye see | 
blamed him for yer illness, and on the night when we 
thought ye would die, well | told him that it would be his 
fault if ye died and that he would rot in hell. Oh, Miss, | hae 
no’ dared look at the man since, and | keep out o’ his way. If 
only | could apologise...” 

“| deserved every word, Anthea...” 

Tis his voice, and for a moment, | dare not turn around in 
case tis a cruel hoax, but then | see the surprise and shock 
on Anthea’s face as she turns towards the door. 

“Oh, sir, | didnae see ye there...” 


Without a further word, ma’ maid looks at me for a brief 
second, her face a deep red, before rushing from the room. 
There is a moment o’ silence, a stillness where all | can hear 
is the beating 0’ ma’ heart. Then | hear the footsteps shift 
across the room, walking around the bed until he is in full 
view. 

“Angus!” 

There he is, ma’ one true love, standing before me. He looks 
tired, his face a little drawn, a little thinner perhaps, but as 
handsome as ever, his blue eyes sparkling into mine. 
“Leonora...” 

| watch almost in a dream as he moves to ma’ side, taking 
ma’ hand in his, a slight tremble in his grip. 

For a long time, we stare at each other, eyes drinking in 
each other without speaking. 

“Angus, how...” 

He quiets me with the briefest touch o’ his lips on mine. 
“Yer father made me promise that | would no’ agitate ye, 
that ye would remain calm. Ye need to rest Leonora, much 
rest. We nearly lost ye, lass. | am here, and now ye must 
rest...” 

Ma’ mind whirls wi’ the possibilities, “But ma’ father...?” 

“| will hae to leave if ye dinna relax lass. Now settle yer head 
back on the pillows. Ye must do as | Say...” 

Laying back onto the pillow, | canna help but smile. 

“Ye sound like ma’ father, Angus Ross!” 

He leans in close, and | smell the familiar scent o’ pine 
forests in his hair. | see the love blazing in his eyes, as he 
kisses me tenderly once more on the lips. “I dinna sound like 
yer father Leonora, | sound like yer future husband, that’s if 
ye will hae me?” 

“But father...?” 


“Tis a long story lass, one that started long before ye were 
born, and I will tell ye all about it when ye are feeling 
stronger. All ye need to ken is that yer father consents, that 
is o’ course if ye will hae me?” 


| dinna mean to cry, but ma’ heart overflows as | look into 
the eyes 0’ ma’ one true love. 


“Aye Angus Ross, | will marry thee. Wi’ all ma’ heart, | will 
marry thee.” 


EPILOGUE 


Angus 


| can hardly believe that | am standing in the little kirk, 
waiting to be married. After everything that we hae been 
through, Leonora will finally be mine. Her brother, Douglas, 
nods, and smiles at me as he takes his seat next to his 
mother, Lady Avril, who also smiles. | still feel that | hae to 
prove myself in their eyes. But when they saw how much | 
loved Leonora, and how much the girl loved me, they could 
refuse us no longer. | really hae Lady Avril to thank for this, 
for bringing her husband around to the idea and making him 
see sense. | dinna ken exactly what she said, but it had 
something to do with her and the laird, Alexander McKenzie, 
and their own courtship. O’ course, they couldnae risk their 
daughter being ill again, and finally common sense gi’a way. 
| am as nervous as a man can be, and ma’ legs feel like jelly. 
Although it’s only a small wedding, the place is full, all o’ the 
locals hae come to witness the spectacle. | notice Sally and 
the Innkeeper, John, stood at the back, and smile thinking 
about that night in ma’ room. She blushes as she sees me 
looking at her, and holds tightly onto the arm o’ her 
husband. Even Andrew McBeth is here, he doesnae smile at 
me, or even look at me, and who can blame him? | kind of 
feel sorry for the lad, but he is young, he will find another 
lass to love, Leonora could ne’er hae loved him, tis for the 
best. 

Finally, the wheezing o’ the organ starts up, and | hear the 


doors open at the end o’ the aisle. Tis Leonora and her 
father. 


| feel the whole weight o’ the responsibility falling onto ma’ 
shoulders, this good man, Alexander McKenzie, is entrusting 
his beloved daughter to me, to no’ only love the lass but to 
be responsible for her, care for her in sickness and in health. 
| hope | am man enough to take on the responsibility. Her 
father has gi’en me a position on the estate, working beside 
him and his son, to keep the lands and the affairs o’ the 
McKenzie Clan in order. He has also gi’en us a wing o’ the 
castle to live in, extending the current building to make 
room for the bairns that we shall surely hae. | canna believe 
that | am even thinking such things, only six months ago | 
was a rough living, single man, fighting for a living, wi’ little 
future. Now, | am marrying the bonniest lass in the whole 
wide world. 


| feel them approach and turn to ma’ bride to be. | am almost 
knocked away by her beauty, she looks like an angel in her 
long ivory silk and lace dress, fresh flowers in her hair above 
the veil. | see her eyes shining through the lace and pearls, 
shining wi’ love for me. Fora moment I think | imagine it, a 
gentle smell o’ wild thyme in the air, then | notice it, the 
small sprig o’ the herb in her hair, and for a second, | am lost 
in that moment beside the bridge, feeling the lass in ma’ 
arms for the first time. 

When we are finally pronounced man and wife, | pull back 
her veil and cup her beautiful heart shape face in ma’ hands 
before kissing her tenderly on the lips. 

“Now ye are really mine, Leonora Ross, come what may. Just 
ye wait until tonight, lass!” 


EPILOGUE 


Leonora 


The wedding goes by in a dream. | dinna think that | hae e’er 
seen Angus looking so handsome, in his plaid, waiting for 
me at the altar. | could tell that he was nervous, his hand 
was almost shaking as he took ma’ hand from ma’ father. 
After all the heartache and the tears, | am finally to become 
Mrs Angus Ross. | am no’ quite sure how, but | think that | 
hae ma’ mother to thank, she understood more than | could 
hae imagined. When Angus finally places the gold band on 
ma’ finger, | am the happiest girl alive, | couldnae imagine 
that | could be more so. The rest o’ the day goes by in a blur, 
o’ eating and drinking and dancing. People hug me and wish 
us congratulations. Tis good to see Anthea and Simon, they 
hae been married almost two months now, and from the 
gleam in her eye, | expect that too hae some more good 
news o’ their own. Even Andrew wishes me well. He is still 
brooding, but tis more his pride than his heart that is hurt. 
He canna speak to Angus, no’ yet, but who knows, maybe 
time will tell? 

| hardly notice the time passing, no’ until Angus pulls me to 
one side, and | see that look o’ desire in his eyes. 


“Is it no’ time for bed, wife? The marriage is no’ legal until | 
carry out ma’ husbandly duties?” 


He pulls me close, and I can smell the whisky on his breath, 
the clean smell o’ pine in his hair. 


“Aye Sir, ye are ma’ husband now, and | must obey!” 


“Cheeky wench,” he pulls me close and kisses me deeply. | 
can already feel his thick cock pressing into me. 


“| want ye lass, | want ye so much...” 


We announce to the gathering that we are to retire for the 
night, much to the shouts and whistles of the gathered 
throng. | seem ma’ mother nod to me, and I think to the 
embarrassing night before, when she tried to explain the 
facts o’ life. | had no’ the heart to tell her that | had already 
experienced them. She stands arm in arm with ma’ father, 
and | see the love between them. | hope that in another 
twenty years, Angus and myself will be much the same, as 
much in love as we are today. He sees me watching him. 


“What is it lass, what are ye thinking?” 


| shake ma’ head and laugh, “Tis nothing, husband. | was 
just wondering what we would be like in twenty years’ 
time?” 

“Ne’er mind twenty years lassie, | am looking forward to 
taking ye tonight. | am fair burstin’ for ye” Poor Angus, ma’ 
father insisted that we hae separate rooms until the 
wedding, and not wanting to upset ma’ father, he has 
behaved like a gentleman. Now we have forever to lie wi’ 
each other. 


The chamber has been decorated for us, a new four poster 
bed ha’ing been sent all the way from Edinburgh. As soon 
as we are alone, Angus carries me across the room and lays 
me on the bed. 


“Now lass, ye are mine to do with what | will,” he laughs and 
fixes me with his deep blue eyes, as | stare up at him in 
mock submission. 

“Aye, a wee wifey needs to do her husband's bidding, and 
see to all o’ his needs.” 

| pull a face, and we wrestle playfully on the mattress. 

“Aye, | see ye are going to be a handful wife. | think | am 
going to hae to teach ye a wee lesson in discipline.” 

He holds me down wi’ one hand, his other reaching up ma’ 
Skirts to pull down ma’ stockings. | look at him quizzically as 


he starts to wind the stocking around ma’ wrist, and then 
the other end around the bedpost. | pretend to struggle, and 
he sits astride ma’ body. 

“There is no use lass, ye are mine to use as | may!” 

He winks and gi’es me a long lingering kiss, before he ties 
up ma’ other hand. | try and squirm out o’ it, but the 
stockings hold me firmly. | am helpless and feel the desire 
build wi’ in me. 


“There lass, ye canna escape now.” 


With that, he proceeds to take down ma’ skirt and petticoats 
and undo ma’ corset until | am lying naked on the bed 
before him. Taking off his kilt, his manhood springs free from 
its confines. He seems bigger than e’er, and | wonder how | 
have taken such a length inside o’ me before. He sits astride 
me once again, seeing ma’ look o’ surprise at his flesh. 


“Tis all yers lass, all for ye. Ma’ cock is here to please ye. 
Now lass, what do ye want first?” 


He laughs as | squirm under him, enjoying ma’ bondage. 


As he takes his hand and places it between ma’ legs, | let 
out a gasp. | feel so hot and wet that | canna wait to feel him 
inside o’ me. But he teases, letting his fingers dip inside o’ 
me, feeling ma’ wetness, and finding the little nub o’ 
pleasure. 

“Och, Angus.” | sigh as he rubs me gently, and I grind ma’ 
hips against his hand. Somehow, feeling restrained, not 
being in control, heightens ma’ pleasure. 

“Please,” | hear myself moan, wanting to feel him inside o’ 
me. 

“All in good time, lass, | hae no’ finished wi’ ye yet.” 
Bending his head, he plants a kiss on ma’ belly, kissing a 
line down to the gap between ma’ legs. His soft tongue 
penetrates me, and as it licks lightly o’er ma’ swollen bud, | 
almost scream out wi’ pleasure. 


“Is that good lass?” his voice is lusty and full o’ desire. In 
response, | urge him on. Pushing myself onto his face, but he 
teases me, barely touching me with the lightest o’ caresses. 


“| canna have ye coming too soon, lass. | want ye to do 
something for me first.” 

Kneeling, he turns to face me, his cock erect and pointing 
into ma’ face. 


“How about a little lick lass, kiss the end o’ ma’ cock.” 


| hae no choice, | am pinned down with his mighty cock in 
ma’ face. | hae no control, and | feel ma’ pleasure mounting. 
As he thrusts forward, | take the throbbing flesh, lightly in 
ma’ mouth, and Angus shouts out as if in pain. 


“Ma’ god, Leonora, that is good lass. Yer mouth is so soft, | 
could spill ma’ seed right now.” 


He pulls back a little, restraining himself, before he thrusts 
his cock once more into ma’ mouth, not too deeply, and | 
suck and please the hard flesh. 


| watch his face as it distorts wi’ pleasure, his eyes like slits 
as | wrap ma’ lips around him. When he can finally take it no 
more, he withdraws, his cock visibly throbbing in the air. 

“| can wait no longer lassie, | must hae ye now.” 

With one swift move, he is inside me, filling me up wi’ his 
flesh. | breath in quickly, embracing the dull ache, relaxing 
around him. For a moment, he just lies there, and | can feel 
the pounding o’ his heart against mine, feel his throbbing, 
hot cock inside o’ me. 

His eyes open, the deep blue pools looking into mine. 

“God lass, Leonora ma’ wife, | love ye so much.” 

And with that, he thrusts his manhood deep wi’ in me, again 
and again until | am on the edge o’ ma’ pleasure, the lights 
Sparking and dancing in ma’ head until | am lost. | feel him 
shudder above me, the familiar feel of his hot, sticky seed, 
pumping inside o’ me. Fora moment we are still, and he 


gently unties ma’ bonds, and we lay, completely satisfied, in 
each other's arms. 


“Now, that was no’ so bad, was it, Mrs Ross?” 

| shake ma’ head. 

“Indeed no’, Mr Ross, I’m sure tis something | can get used 
to.” 

| see the desire spark in his eyes once more, “Well in that 
case wife, perhaps we better try it all o’er again?” 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Angus 


“Davina, Andra, dinna ride out too far now. Och. Angus, call 
them back, they willnae listen to me.” 


| canna help but laugh, but seeing that ma’ wife is no’ 
amused, | shout to the bairns no’ to stray too far away. 


“Andra is a fine horseman, is he no’?” | canna help but smile 
wi’ pride at ma’ son, riding through the heather on his pony. 


“Aye, husband, that may be, but he is only eight years old 
and Davina only six. Call them back in.” 


| wrap ma’ arms around Leonora...she is more lovely now 
than when we married ten years ago. 


“Dinna fash, wife. The lass is as brave and as strong as her 
mother. She is becoming quite the tomboy.” 


| tighten ma’ arms around her waist and feel her soft curves 
mould intae ma’ body. “Besides, it gi’es us more time to be 
alone. Do ye fancy a roll in the heather, Mrs Ross?” 


| feel her struggle in mock defiance and a feeling o’ pleasure 
courses through ma’ veins. 


“Ye are nothing but a heathen, Angus Ross, an uncultured 
beast, now we must be heading home, the bairns will be 
getting hungry.” 

Leonora looks up at me with her big brown eyes, her 
beautiful heart shaped face, the ten years since our 
marriage hae done little to age her. | bend forward and kiss 
her full on the mouth, and she doesnae resist. 


“Och, lass, | love ye more now than | e’er thought possible. 
Ten years on, and the sight o’ ye still makes me as stiff asa 


poker. | canna wait to get ye home and hae ma’ wicked way 
wi’ ye.” 

| see the spark o’ desire in her eyes, and she laughs her 
throaty, sexy laugh. 

“Aye, that may be so husband, but we must get the children 
home first.” 


| glance at ma’ pocket watch. Tis almost time. 


“Just five more minutes lass, let them have their fun, and 
then we can go.” 

She smiles, “Aye, another five minutes will do them good. 
We must do this more often, Angus. Ye hae been so busy 
lately, we hae hardly seen ye.” 


Tis true, | hae been busy lately, kept away from ma’ wife and 
children, but it will all hae been worthwhile. | hae ma’ 
reasons for keeping ma’ family out today. Tis the tenth 
anniversary 0’ ma’ marriage to Leonora, and | hae arranged 
a surprise party back at the castle, and | dinna want to 
return until everything is ready. | call the children in, and 
they come, begrudgingly, feisty little Davina, wi’ the 
temperament o’ her mother, the last to return. 

Ma’ heart swells wi’ pride as we ride back to the castle, ma’ 
little family at ma’ side. Alex and Avril, ma’ in laws, hae been 
overseeing the arrangements while we have been out, and | 
told them to expect us at three o’ clock. AS we near the 
castle, | hear the bells chime the hour, we are just in time. 
Tis extraordinarily quiet in the courtyard, and | hope that 
Leonora willnae ken that anything is amiss. The children fuss 
at her skirts as they dismount their horses, and luckily, she 
has no time to notice. 

“Andra, Davina, leave yer mother alone for a minute.” 

Taking her arm in mine, we walk to the castle doors, pausing 
for only a moment before we enter. 


Tis dark inside, the blinds having been drawn, and the only 
light is from the flicker of a few candles. | see Leonora’s eyes 
shining in the dark, looking at me, puzzled. 


| laugh, “Happy Anniversary, Mrs Ross.” 


As | kiss her, a great cheer rises from the room as our guest’s 
step out from the shadows. 


For a moment, Leonora is speechless, her eyes wet wi’ tears. 
“Och, Angus Ross, ye may be a heathen, but | love ye.” 


Alex and Avril are the first to greet us. It has taken a few 
years, especially for Alex, to fully accept me. But o’er the 
years | hae proved myself as a good father and husband, 
and to be invaluable in looking after the affairs o’ the estate. 
He shakes ma’ hand warmly. “Congratulations, son, ye hae 
made Leonora very happy, and we couldnae hae wished for 
a better son-in-law.” His words fill ma’ heart, tis true praise 
indeed from the Laird himself. 


All o’ our friends are here, Anthea and Simon wi’ their two 
boys, William and Harry, good friends o’ Andra, and | watch 
as the boys run off together to play. Poor Davina is left 
looking a little dejected as the boy's willnae let her play with 
them. Ma’ heart goes out to ma’ wee lassie, but then she 
spies her friend, Kirsty, and her eyes brighten as the two 
girls rush up to meet each other. | notice her father also 
watching, stood a little way back in the crowd. He sees me 
looking and steps over. Tis Andrew McBeth. The man greets 
me wi’ a smile. 


“Tis a great party Angus, ye hae done Leonora proud. | 
canna believe tis been ten years since yer wedding day.” 


| smile, “Aye, Andrew, we hae come a long way since then.” 
He gi’es me a knowing look. 


“Och, dinna remind me, man. | was just a boy then and 
dinna really ken what love was all about. Ma’ pride was hurt 
when Leonora chose ye over me, but if it were no’ for ye, | 
wouldnae have found the true love 0’ ma’ life.” 


| look out into the crowd and see Leonora speaking wi’ Sarah 
McBeth. The two women are the best o’ friends. “Aye, 
Andrew. Sarah is a beautiful woman, just look at them, the 
two most beautiful women in the room, if no’ in the whole o’ 
Scotland.” The man laughs and claps me on the back. “Aye, 


ym 


Angus, we are lucky men, are we no’. 


The band strikes up, and I look at ma’ love, she is deep in 
conversation wi’ Elspeth, the intended o’ her brother, 
Douglas. Despite ha’ing many lady friends o’er the years, it 
has taken him until now to find his one true love. Tis a relief 
to his parents, expecting an heir for the Lairdship. | see him 
waiting patiently for the women to stop their talking. 

“Ye better get used to it, man. Ye will find that the greatest 
strength o’ a woman is her voice. Just wait until ye are an old 
married man, like the rest o’ us.” 


Douglas laughs and rolls his eyes. It took a while for Douglas 
to trust me, to feel comfortable wi’ me, but o’er the years we 
hae become firm friends. In just o’er a month, he will be 
tying the knot wi’ Elspeth, a beautiful young lass, wi’ hair 
the colour o’ corn. Their bairns will be bonny. 


“Ladies, | hate to interrupt such delicate conversations, but 
the music has started, and | would like to claim the first 
dance wi’ ma’ wife. Ye too, Douglas, take yer lass, ye will 
need the practise for yer own wedding night.” 

| wink at Elspeth, and the lass blushes. 


“Och, Elspeth, dinna mind Angus, ye will get used to him. It 
has taken me ten years. Yer ears must hae been burning ma’ 
love, for we were just talking about ye.” 


Leonora laughs, her dark eyes sparkling, and | love to see 
her so happy. 
“I’m sure that it must hae been all good things then!” 


| wink at the ladies and take Leonora by the hand, and lead 
her into the Ballroom. Although we have danced here many 
times since the wedding, it transports me back to that night, 


ten years ago. | hold her close, her hair still smells o’ the 
Spring, wild thyme and lavender, and | pull her soft curve 
into me. Her breasts and hips are a little wider, but all the 
more to hold on to. 


Ma’ manhood willnae behave, even after all o’ these years, 
and feeling the warmth o’ her body, | press ma’ cock against 
her as we dance. 


“Och, Angus Ross, ye are the devil himself man. Behave 
yourself for a while. What will Father Jacob think?” 


| look out into the crowd to see the white-haired old priest 
sat wi’ Brother Michael. He must be at least eighty by now, 
and apart from a few aches and pains, he is in good health. | 
can ne’er forget their kindness, and they are often welcome 
guests at the castle. 

“Ah, but lass, ye wouldn’t hae me any other way, now would 
ye?” 

She laughs and kisses me gently on the lips. 

“No, ma’ love, | would no’ swap ye for the world. | loved ye 
from the first moment that | saw ye, and | shall love ye until 
the day that | die.” 

The music stops, and as the musician's start on the next 
piece, | start to lead Leonora away. 

“Are ye exhausted ma’ husband, is yer young wife wearing 
ye out?” 

She teases, playfully as she grabs ma’ hands. 

“lam as virile as a twenty-year-old around ye lass, now come 
along, | hae something for ye.” 

“Nay, Angus, no’ now. We must stay wi’ our guests, there will 
be time enough for that in bed tonight!” 

Even now, after all o’ these years, | still hae the knack o’ 
making ma’ wife blush. 

“Nay lass, ye misunderstand me. Ye hae only one thing on 
yer mind lass, | hae something to show ye outside. We will 


only be gone a wee while, and we willnae be missed.” 
She looks up at me wi’ those trusting brown eyes. 
“Ye promise, Angus Ross?” 

“Cross ma’ heart and hope to die, lass, | promise.” 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Leonora 


| can hardly believe it when I walk into the castle, | canna 
believe that Angus has arranged such a surprise behind ma’ 
back, wi’ out me knowing. Tis just like him, ma’ kind and 
generous husband. | love him more wi’ every passing year. 


Ma’ daughter, Davina, is the very image of her father, her 
golden hair and feisty temper, while Andra is like me, dark 
and quieter, more withdrawn. The lass will be a handful as 
she grows. 

Ma’ heart swells wi’ pride as | see how easily Angus now 
speaks wi’ ma’ family. It wasn’t always so. Ma’ father and 
brother were cool towards ma’ husband for many years, but 
he brought them around to love him, almost as much as | do. 
The birth o’ the children helped, but Angus has been such a 
good husband and father, a good worker wi’ a knack for 
business, that in the end, there was little else they could do. 
He charmed ma’ mother almost from the start, and she loves 
him like a son. 


So much has happened in ten years, but it only seems a 
moment ago that | was dancing here on ma’ wedding night. | 
feel the same intense desire for Angus now that | always 
hae. He still looks as good as ever, a few paler hairs around 
his temples, but he is as strong as an ox, and his love- 
making ne’er fails to please me. 


| am so happy to see all o’ ma’ friends here, see the children 
play together. It warms ma’ heart to see Angus and Andrew 
as friends. Even after | was married, it still hurt me to ken 
that | had broken Andrew’s heart, even though | knew that | 
didnae love him. When he met Sarah, | was so happy for 


him, she is beautiful, gentle, and kind, and makes her 
husband much happier than | ever could. 

Elspeth, ma’ future sister-in-law, is a perfect match for ma’ 
brother. He has taken his time in choosing a bride, always 
taking the lasses for granted, having so many vying for his 
attentions. Now that he is in love, he is a changed man, and 
| can see the relief in mother and father’s face that he is 
settling down. 

As we talk, Angus comes to whisk me onto the dance floor. | 
can see the desire in his eyes and feel his body respond as 
we dance closely. | must admit that | feel amorous myself, 
but we hae guests, and we must try and control ourselves. 


He takes me by the hand and leads me away from the 
dance, | protest, but he insists that he is no’ about to hae his 
wicked way wi’ me. There is mischief in his eyes, he is up to 
something, but | smile and let him lead me out o’ the castle 
and into the courtyard. He leads me into the stables. 
“Remember this place, lass? Tis a long time since we rolled 
on the hay!” 

| slap him, playfully. 

“Och, Angus, ye promised. Now if ye hae got me out here on 
false pretences...” 

Holding ma’ face in his hands, he kisses me on the lips. 
“Nay lass, | would no’ trick ye, | wouldnae dare. No, we hae 
to go on a Short ride, it will no’ take long, | promise.” 

| hate to leave ma’ guests, but | see that this is important to 
Angus and agree. 

We ride out onto the hills and stop by a small thicket o’ 
trees. 

“Tis only a little further lass, but we must leave the horses 
tied here and walk the rest o’ the way.” 

| shake ma’ head at ma’ husband, but do what he says. 


“Now lass, | hae a surprise for ye. | want ye to promise to 
close yer eyes, and no’ open them until I say so. Will ye do 
that for me?” 

His face is so serious that | canna help but laugh. “Och, 
Angus, | dinna ken what ye are up to, but | will do as ye Say.” 
| close ma’ eyes, and he takes ma’ hand, carefully leading 
me o'er the uneven ground until we stop. 

“Right lass, ye can open yer eyes.” 

| dinna ken what to expect, but when | open ma’ eyes, | can 
hardly believe it. There in front o’ me is a little stone built 
croft, there is a white fence around a little garden, and a red 
rose climbing o’er the doorway. In the centre o’ the grass is a 
small apple tree. For a moment, | canna speak, and | feel 
Angus squeeze ma’ hand. 

“When ye were ill Leonora, and | thought ye were dying, | 
promised one day we would hae a little croft o’ our own. O’er 
the last few months, | hae been building this wi’ ma’ own 
two hands, wi’ a little help from Douglas, Simon, and 
Andrew. Tis what has been occupying all o’ my time. What 
do ye think, lass? O’ course we Shall no’ live here, but it will 
be our retreat, away from the castle when we want a bit o’ 
peace?” 

Tis everything | had dreamed of as a girl, almost as if Angus 
had seen the very picture in ma’ head. | feel the tears start 
to well in ma’ eyes. 


“Och, Angus, tis perfect ma’ love. Thank ye. And | hae been 
scolding ye all o’ these months for being so busy.” 


We kiss deeply, his lips crushing into mine. 
“Come now, lass, come inside and hae a look.” 
| see the gleam in his eyes and feel ma’ own passion stir. 


“Aye Angus, | will. Perhaps our guests can wait a wee while 
longer.” 
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